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CHAPTER XXXII. 

THB FOBLOBN-HOFE. 

At sunset tlie following notice was circulated : — 

" Briaade Orders. — Officers desirous of leading the 
forlom-nope are requested to send in thfiir names, without 
delay, to Brigade-Major Grascoigne." 

After turning over this invitation in toj mind for some 
time, and weighing tiie chances of promotion against those 
of escape, I resolved not to send in my card to Gascoigne, 
notwithstanding that lon^ng for fame and distinction — a 
secret craving to be the first man among the multitude, 
which, in fact, is the true sentiment that makes us buckle 
on the sword at first ; but to lead a forlorn-hope is to 
throw away one's life. 

Just when the troops were setting silently under arms 
in a sheltered place, near an old, gloomy, and empty con- 
vent, I went to the rallying-post. The spirited cavaliere 
di Castelermo earnestly requested the general to allow him 
the honour of heading the dangerous enterprise ; but his 
services, his hmh courage and birth, and his commander's 
cross, availed him nothmg in the present instance. Sir 
John politely thanked him, and hinted, as delicately as he 
could, that a British officer alone could lead where !british 
soldiers were to foUow. 

"Signor Count," replied the Italian, bitterly, "there 
was a time when the cross of St. John was valued more 
highly — ^when its wearers followed none, but alone led the 
way. It has pleased Fate to try us sorely, like the Tem- 
phurs of other days : we have been deprived of our ships, 
our castles, and our possessions, of all but our name and 
glory ; yet I trust there is a time to come when once more 
the banner of Malta will be what it was — ^what it has been 
ever since the accursed Mussulmans captured Ithodes, the 
shield of the Christian mariner, and the terror of the 
African barbarian !" 

The restoration of his order to all its chivalric glory and 
military power, was one of Castelermo's darling themes, 
and one about which he bored me for many a lon^ hour. 
Poor Marco ! he was doomed never to behold the 

8 
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realization of those gay yisions of bis bold and heroic 
fancy. 

"let, signor," he continued, "if I cannot lead in the 
assault, I wiHl endeavour to be the second man within the 
breach." 

" Young Morley, of the 20th, has sent in his name," 
said Gascoigne, wno at that moment approached, with a 
number of notes in his hand. 

** The little fool !" muttered the general ; "poor boy — 
he has seen little cflMugh of life yet, to be in such a hurry 
to qmt it. Does he lead the stormers P" 

**Ko — ^Dundas, of ours," replied Grascoigne, who was a 
^iSnd man. " So you mean to lead * the lost children * to- 
night," he added to me. 
^'No, 'faith ! a company is not got every day, and " 

" Your name is on my list as a volunteer, mou^ !" 

"The deuce it is!" I exclaimed, gravely; "I never 
sent it to you." 

" Amazmg !" said he, handing me a note« written in a 
hand and signed with a si^ature so like my own — Shaving 
every blot, turn, and dash — that I was confounded and 
nonplussed. 

"I never penned this note, gentlemen ! Never ! I 
pledge my honour ; it is a forgery, to lead me into un- 
necessary Hanger." 

" Singular ! ' said the brigade-major, puzzled. 

" 'Tis the roguery of Navarro," whispered Marco ; " I 
will wager a hundred crowns to a carlino, this is a piece of 
his revenge." 

" Dundas, there is no time for inquiry or exposure just 
now," said Colonel Oswald. " What do you propose — ^to 
withdraw your name P" 

" No, I wiU lead the assault ; and to-morrow, if I sur- 
vive, shall expose this cowardly Sicilian forger, who is a 
disgrace to the uniform he wears," said I, exasperated to 
find myself compelled, in honour, to undertake this most 
perilous and deadly duty, where the chances of escape 
with life were as one to a hundred, without the glorious 
credit of being a willing volunteer. 

" Fall in — the stormers," cried Gascoigne. 

" G«ntlemen — ^to your posts," cried Sir John, and I was 
left almost alone. The time of attack was so close at 
hand, that luckily I had little time for reflection, yet, for 
a fbw minutes, I became grave and melancholy enough. 
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life, death, home, Bianca, wounds and agony, all floated 
in confusion before me ; but these misgivings were stifled, 
and a chivaMo recklessness — a desperate hope— a glow of 
courage that would make one face the devil, took posses- 
sion of my breast, when the stormers, two hunm'ed in 
number, selected from volunteers of the 20th, threw off 
their knapsacks, blankets, and canteens, and were handed 
over to me by their adjutant. For my heavy cocked-hat, 
with its long staff" plumes, I substituted a light foraging- 
cap ; for my tasselled hessians, a pair of large jack-boots. 
I buckled my waist-belt tighter, examined the blade 
and hilt of my sword, threw away my cigar, and gave the 
word — 

"Attention! Mr. Morley you will inspect the rear- 
rank." 

The pouches were opened, the flints and ammunition 
examined by the light of the diamond-like stars; the 
orders to flx bayonets, and load with ball-cartridge, fol- 
lowed. The ramrods went home on the charges with a 
flullen, muffled sound, the muskets rattled, and then the 
ranks became motionless and still. The bell of some dis- 
tant campanile telled tiie eleventh hour, and as the sound 
floated away, I could hear my own heart beating, through 
all its thickening pulses. 

My subaltern, poor lad, looked very pale ; I could per- 
ceive it by the starlight. 

" Morley !" I whispered, in a tart tone of surprise. 

" I am thinking of jny mother — she is far away, at 
home," heMtered, and, colouring deeply, added, "lean- 
not help these thoughts.^* 

" Few of us will hear twelve strike," thought I, whilst 
closing the ranks, and lowering the point of my sabre to 
the general, to intimate that we were ready. 

"Success to you, Dtmdas," said he. "Move on by 
sections ; you know the breach — at the top, the main 
street. Tne fellows begin to scent our purpose already. 
You will be ably supported; Oswald, with the 58th; 
Boss, with the 20th ; De Watteville's corps is the reserve. 
Forward !" 

We moved off, and at the same moment the French 
guns again opened on the town, worked with renewed 
energy and rapidity. The rock of ScyUa vras shaken to 
its sea-worn foundations, and the lights, flashing from 
battlement and embrasure, revealed the parapets lined 

s 2 
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with stem faces and bristling bayonets, tbe lofty keep 
crowded with men, and its giant outline towering over the 
whirling smoke which issued firom the guns of the lower 
works. 

The windings of the shore, the peak of Monte Jaci, and 
the caverns below us, rang with continual discharges of 
the artillery, and the intervaLs were filled by the roar of 
the seething surf, and its booming in the yawning depths 
of Dragara, where — 

" Scylla bellows from her dire abodes * 
Tremendous pest ! abhorred by men and gods ! 
Hideous her voice, and with less terror roar 
The whelps of lions in the midnight hour." 

Odyney, book xii. 

The night was close and still ; the frequent flashes of 
the fire-arms reddened the gathered clouds, and lightened 
the bosom of the ocean : the scene was grand and mipres- 
sive. But we had very little poetry in our hearts as we 
stumbled up the rough, dark sta'eet, over which the thirty- 
twos and long nines whistled incessantly, one moment 
dealing death and mutilation amongst us, and the next 
bringing some ruined gable or ponderous balcony thun- 
dering down on our perilous Hne of march. With the 
utmost speed we pressed forward, while Oswald followed 
with his corns, and without much loss we passed the 
houses, and debouched upon the ridge, when the whole 
outline of the fortress burst at once upon our view. We 
rushed forward to the breach under a tremendous fire, 
which rained from every parapet, point, and loophole. 
Magnificent and terrible was the aspect of the castle at 
that moment ; once more, innumerable blue lights shed 
their livid and sepulchral glare on town and for&ess, land 
and sea, enabling the defenders to direct their fire steadily 
upon us. The musketry rolled in one voluminous blaze 
over breastwork and palisade, while the batteries played 
with incessant rapidity, loading the air with the souna of 
thunder, for the echoes, thrown back by the hills, were re- 
doubled by the resounding caverns of the rock. From 
the summit of the keep to the lower walls, every point 
seemed to swarm with men, and was either blazing with 
light or shadowed by smoke, and bristling with Imes of 
flashing steel. 

Before us lay the breach, foredoomed to be the death- 
bed of many ; it was an inmiense mass of loose stones'. 
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and the ascent to it was most troublesome, with sncli ob- 
stacles as we bad to contend with. Fascines and cheyanx- 
de-frise were thrown across the gap, and in rear of this 
crowded the garrison, who were firing on us with deadly 
coolness and precision. 

Morley fell dead at my feet ! An indescribable sensa- 
tion — aland of frenzy, possessed me. I shouted and 
rushed up, brandishing my sabre, and holding aloft in my 
lefb hand the little standard, which I had undertaken to 
place on the walls of Scylla, or die in the attempt ; it waa 
blown to ribands by the storm of balls. Navarro was for- 
gotten ; I thought only of glory and Bianca ! 

" Forward, ^Odi ! Eemember Egmont ! On, on ! 
Hurrah !" 

" Hurrah ! hurrah !" cried the wild stormers, as they 
scrambled up the breach in a mob, encumbered by the 
killed and wounded, who were falling every second under 
their feet. A shower of hand-grenades, thrown by the 
grenadiers of the 20th, who were posted in rear of a low 
wall close by, drove the enemy back from the chevaux-de- 
frise, and shattered it to pieces. These military engines, 
which are now most unaccountably laid aside, were fol- 
lowed by a few round shot from our battery; their dis- 
charge created great confusion among the French ; so 
much so, that we reached the summit of the breach with- 
out suffering half the slaughter I had anticipated. 

A new engine was now brought into operation, the effect 
of which will never be forgotten by me while life and 
memory remain. » 

"Push on, for Grod*s sake! O, my brave fellows! 
trust now to the bayonet, and the bayonet only !" I 
cried. 

"Viva Ferdinando nostro e la Santa Fede !" shouted 
Castelermo, springing to my side, but the Calabrian war- 
cry was almost lost in the cheers of the 20th, and the 
terrific din around us ; the ear was stunned with one con- 
tinual roar of frightftil soimds. But the groan, the 
stifled gasp, the agonizing cry were unheard or unheeded ; 
we made me corpses of our dearest comrades stepping- 
stones, and through the shot and shell-splinters, which 
swept around us like a hail-storm, we rushed on, to close, 
to grapple with, and overwhelm the enemy. At their 
head we perceived the marquis, a noble-looking fellow, on 
whose broad breast the stars and medals of his achieve* 



258 ADYENTUfiSS OF AK AIDX-DE-CAHF. 

ments were sliming ia the light from the muskets and 
bursting bombs. ° 

At that instant I reached the stimmit of the breach, and 
laid my hand on the cheyauz-de-irise, to vault over, when 
the earth heaved and yawned beneath our feet ; a tremen- 
dous explosion and a dreadful crash ensued ; a hundred of 
my party were blown to atoms in a moment, and I was 
tlurown oyer the barrier, falling headlong in ilie midst of 
the enemy. 

Unseen by us, after dusk, a caisson des homhes, or tub 
filled with loaded shells, had been secretly sunk under the 
stones of the breach, and being slightly covered over by 
fragments of masonry, lay concealed until the moment 
we trod upon it, when the Prench fired it by means of a 
saucisson, and produced a frightful catastrophe. There 
was a. pause for a moment, but a moment only. 

The few survivors of the storming party recoiled, and I 
saw Caatelermo clinging with aU tte aesperation of » 
dying man to a copestone of the shattered battlement. 
Tlie stone yielded and gave way; there was a cry of 
" Basta !" and the poor knight vanished, but whether into 
the fosse or the sea beneath the clifis, I knew not ; in 
either case, I was sure he must have perished. 

A yell of triumph burst from the French ; it was echoed 
by one of defiance from our stormers, who once more 
rushed forward, led on by Colonel Oswald. His tall and 
stately figure afforded a prominent mark for the fire of the 
besieged; but he miraculously escaped. With all the 
courage that desperation could inspire, I used my sabre 
among the !French, wil^ a strength and ener^ th^ were 
tpiaocustomedto; butmyefibrtstoclearthebarneranarejoin. 
our stormers were perfectly ineffectual. At the very moment 
that Oswald sprang, sword in hand, over the now shattered 
blades of the che^aux-de-firise, followed by the 20th» 
thirsting for vengeance, I received a blow from the butt 
of a musket, and felt as if crushed beneath the weight of a 
moimtain ; the light of a thousand stars seemed U> dance 
before me ; then all was dark, horribly dark ! My God ! 
I faltered, and sank to the esurth ; the French, supposing 
me dead, trod over me as they rushed forward to the 
conflict. 

The fatal breach was now passed* and our soldiers 
fought like lions, to retain their ground within it. The 
conlict was maintained, hand to hand» with resolute 
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▼atour ; Bwards and ponderous musket-butts were whirling 
about like sticks at Donnybrook fair. 

My head swam with the effects of the blow ; yet I con- 
triyed to crawl &om among the legs of tiie Frendi — ^whose 
red breeches and leather leggings I shall not soon forj^eir^ 
and drew near Oswald. Then starting up, half-blmded 
with blood, smoke, and confusion, I rushed won the 
Erench commandant. I had not exchanged hali a dozen 
passes with him, ere a heavy dizziness came over me ; I 
staggered backwards, and, smking, clung to a camion for 
support. He had raised his sabre alofb to deaye my head 
in two ; but, like a gallant soldier as he was, he spared 
me, and engaged Oswald, in whom he found no common 
adversary ; for the colonel was stout of heart and strong 
of hand as any kail^supper that ever came out of the famous 
" kingdom" of Fife. 

Short but desperate was the combat that ensued; a 
stroke across i^e temple laid the famous marchese, whose 
name was so terrible to the Neapolitans, prostrate before 
his conqueror ; and he was trodden to the earth amoug the 
gorv ecnpses which cumbered the breach, while the imole 
68tn, with their black standards in front, swept over us.- 



CHAPTEE XXXin. 

A bbwcontbe! 

As all our impetuous troops had now passed through the 
breach, the French were driven beyond it; but the con- 
flict raged with undiminished friry in other parts of the fort- 
ress. The place where I had fallen, benumbed and bruised, 
was comparatively quiet and still, and whilst T lay there, I 
heard a voice dose by me exclaim, in pure English* " O, my 
Qod I and here end ail my hopes, my joys, and sorrows ! "Mfy 
mother — ^my home-*^L snail never see them more ! Alas ! 
the one would weep for, the other scorn me ! Aloise — 
dearest Aloise ! we meet no more ! Well, I have evBr 
been faithful to you, and to our emperor. You have ever 
been loving, and my sovereign grateful." 

Turning with surprise, I found it was the French com- 
mandant who was thus soliloijuizing, whilst he bled pio- 
fusely from a wound, which disfigured him very much. 
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" Here is a stout Briton who has been fighting under 
the tricolor, or some wild spirit that has fled from Irelapd 
after the last rising," I thought, whilst approaching hun 
on my hands and knees. I tied up his head wiui my 
handkerchief, to stanch the blood — ^though I myself needed 
the same attention — and on dividing the contents of my 
pocket-flask between us, the commandant recovered won- 
derfully. 

" Sir, you have betrayed jourself to be British !" said I, 
m alow, stem voice. " With me your secret is safe ; I 
respect you as a brave man, and should have done so still 
more had you been a Frenchman ; but beware how you 
become known to Sir John Stuart ; he is a stem soldier of 
the old school, who will assuredly order a drum-head 
court-martial, and have you shot as a traitor !" 

The eyes of the marquis flashed Are. 

" I am now a soldier of fortune," he replied, " free to 
serve where and whom I please. Stuart, ifne knew all — 
if he remembered. But there is a secret spirit whispering 
at this moment within me, that I have met you before ; 
you are the officer who led the forlorn-hope P" His voice 
faltered. 

" Yes." 

" And whom I encoimtered in the breach, before that 
tall officer cut me down P" 

" The same." 

" O, fate ! if it should be so," he exclaimed, passing his 
hand across his blood-stained brow ; and then grasping me 
with energy, "your name, sirP" 

" Dundas," said I ; " Claude Dundas." 

"Of the 62nd foot P" His eyes were now starting in 
his head, so intensely he gazed on me. 

" Yes, sir," I rephed sharply, " I am not ashamed to 
acknowledge myself." 

" Taunt me not — ^taimt me not !" he exclaimed, wildly ; 
" God ! I am your brother — I am fVaok, who was cfis- 
missed from the Oorsicans so imjustly. This hour — this 
agony — ^my wound — O say, in ten years, have you quite 
forgotten my features P" 

For a moment I regarded, with wonder, his bronzed and 
bearded visage, now covered with blood ; then, appalled by 
his words, I endeavoured to trace in his features those of 
the fair-haired and light-hearted boy who used to carry 
me on his back to school, and was my champion and pro- 
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tector in many a fisticuff battle and bicker, who was so 
often fiogged by the grim old janitor for taking my faults 
and blun&rs on himself, and tor whom I wept like a ^1 
through manj a long weary night, when, as a stirplmg 
ensign, he jomed the army imder the ^ood duke of York, 
and first fired my boyish ardour by bemg gazetted for his 
valour at Valenciennes. 

For a time, memory carried me back to the pleasant 
days of our childhood, and my heart, which a moment 
before had been strung for stirnng deeds of carnage and 
deatib, relaxed and melted within me ; in that terrible hour, 
in the gory breach of Scylla, surrounded by the dying 
and dead, with the uproar of the assault yet sounding 
above and around me, I threw away my sabre, and weep- 
ing, as I had done in my boyish days, embraced that 
brother over whom all beueved the grave had dosed, and 
whom I had never expected to meet again on earth. 

" Happy as I am to meet you, Frank, I would rather 
that we had never met, than that I should meet you thus. 
The French uniform " 

** Is that of as brave an army as the sun shines on !" he 
replied, enthusiastically. " Insulted pride, necessity, and 
revenge, forced me into its ranks, wnere I have served 
faithfally and honourably, as the high civil and military 
rank I have attained, together with mese badges, received 
some of them from Napoleon^s hand on the Champ do 
Mars, and some on the battle-fields of Holland and Italy, 
can amply testify. Our mother," he added, in a broken 
voice, " tell me, our mother " 

" Lives still, but old and sorrowing." 

" And Kranz — ^my evil genius ?" 

" Dead— shot at St. Eufemio." 

" There ends our enmity," he replied, through his set 
teeth. " I have gained a rank infinitely above that from 
which he degra&d me. Heaven knows how my heart 
bled when ^t I found myself opposed to 'the ranks of 
your army at Maida ; the well-known colours and red- 
coats — ay, even my own old regiment, the gallant Han- 
gers, whose officers and men, all save one, Iwd been my 
comrades through many a perilous day. O, it was an hour 
of acute and indescribable agony when I saw them march- 
ing by the Amato in close column, with their band in 
front, playing the same merry quickstep to which I had 
often march^ in happier days. I have found the French 
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as honourable as they are brave ; and, could I haive for^ 
gotten home, shonld have been supremely himpy in their 
service. My marriage wiih Aloise Milette, daughter of 
ihe general of division — ^you must have heotrd of himr— 
would have given me additional ties to Erance. Aloise 
— fih ! if you knew her, Claude ;" he paused, as if to 
coUect his scattered thoughts, and then, although his 
senses were wandering, continued :-— 

" This last stronghold of the emperor in the Calabrias, I 
have defended to the last — yes, with all my power and 
courage ; and in this moment of eztremily I must not 
desert my brave fellows, while a chance remains of driving 
Oswald's brigade through the breach or into the sea. Eare- 
well ! God bless you, CHaude ! ^eak kindfy of me to those 
at home — ^to my poor mother— she will never see me more." 

He strained me for a moment to his breast, and snatch- 
ing up his notched sabre, staggered towards that part of the 
works where an imequal contest was maintained by a sec- 
tion of Frenchmen, whom our soldiers were endeavouring 
in vain to dislodge from a bomb-proof vault, by firing m 
through the same loopholes from which the enemy dealt 
death so securely. 

"Vive TEmpAreur!" he exclaimed, rushing towards 
them with his brandished sabre» 

" Erank 1" I cried.; " Erank, by the memory of all that 
has passed ! — ^for the love of God — hear me !" But he 
heara me not. He had scarcely advanced a dozen paces, 
when a shot — ^whether aimed or fired at random, I know 
not— passed through his head, and flattened on a gun- 
breech beside me. He fell dead across a heap of his own 
men, and never moved again. A cry of horror rose to my 
lips, but expired upon them unuttered. Stupified with the 
events of me ni^t, my brain whirled, and I sank down 
<m the slippery and bloody pavement of the inner bastion ; 
my mind was a fearfrd chaos, and I experienced a sensa- 
tion like that of a horrible nightmare. 

Weak as a child, and quite unmanned, bitter tears rolled 
over my cheeks. A dead man lay across me ; I was half- 
stifled, but could not move. I thought of home ; and the 
splashing of the waves fiur below me sounded like the 
murmur of my native Esk : again I heard, in imamnation, 
the ripple of its waters tinkling in Soslin's lonely ^en ; the 
woods of Dalkeith rustled over me. Erank's last words 
jet rang in my ears, but it seemed the familiar voice of a 
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b<^ ; then came tliat of my mother, low and sad — she wag 
weeping for her son. Again, I wafl a child, and her kiss 
was on my cheek. Salt and hot were the tears I shed, 
and bitter the agony I endured, ere blessed unconscious- 
ness possessed me, and sinking back against the gun-sUde^ 

I swooned among the bodies of the dead. 

* ** * * * * 

Long ere this, the place had been taken. Jnfan&ied. by 
the protracted assault, our men burst oyer the fortress 
like a torrent. De Watteville's soldiers were like madmen. 
Woe to the officer who dared to check their plundering, 
or curb their fiiry !— and woe to the unhappy women who 
feU into their power ! Innumerable episodes of horror 
followed the conclusion of the storm. The French, who 
had been disarmed, were marched instantly to the beach, 
and embarked on board Sir Sidney's squadron ; which had 
come dose in shore on hearing the noise of the attadk. 

No time was to be lost in making Scylla again defen- 
sible ; therefore, before daybreak, me dead were aU in- 
terred in a common grave, in a hollow near Monte JaoL 
For one amongst the hundreds thus buried, I desired a 
separate and more secluded senulohro ; but, stripped q£ 
his epaulettes and orders, his body, without being reoog- 
nize<^ had been hurried away, and entombed with tine 
common herd in that dreadful erave, oyer which two hun- 
dred soldiers hurled the earw, for concealment of the 
ghastly heaps within it. I remember the place; an 
orange- tree, of gigantic size, shadowed it ; and a ruined 
Grecian column may yet point it out to the tourist ; it was- 
lying near, and our soldiers placed it oyer the graye. 



CHAPTEE XXXrV. 

BEGGIO. — AS IITPBOTISATOBE. 

Whilst I was stiU lying where I had sunk down ex- 
hausted — stunned by my wound, appalled by the recent 
discoveiy, weak with pam and loss of blood, and utterly 
prostrated in ^irit — ^the fortress became still, or comr 
')aratiyely so, and the objects all around were veiled in 
larkness : the blue lights had burned out, and the lurid 
gleam of the cannon and musketry no longer flashed 
Qirough the gloom. . CSries and piteous exclamations of 
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agony resounded from every quarter ; and the living were 
dragged from beneath heaps of dead, to be sent to the 
hospital — an old, half-ruined convent, which was appro- 
priated to receive the wounded; but which was soon 
foimd to be inadequate to contain them. 

Three soldiers employed in searching for those who 
needed relief approacned me ; one of them bore a lantern, 
and its light glared on the once gay, but now tattered, 
uniform of Castelermo, who accompanied them, and whose 
fate I had altogether forgotten. 

" Basta ! and here he is ! " he exclaimed ; " only stunned, 
I hope. — How now, Signor Capitano P — nothing more thin 
a few inches of the skm ripped up P " 

" A cloven head^ only," I replied, in a faint voice. 

" Only ! " he reiterated. 

" An old wound broken out again. I was struck by a 
musket-butt on the very place where a ball grazed my 
head at Cefalu. But I am glad to see you alive and scathe- 
less, after that sad tumble you had, when blown out of the 
breach." 

" I have indeed had an escape which, to my dying day, 
will never be forgotten. I felt only into the fosse ; out a 
yard more, on one side, would have launched me into the 
deep ; and, by this time, I should have been — Madonna 
knows where, in the depths of * devouring Scylla.* Never 
shall I forget the stonmng of this castle, though I should 
live as long as father Adam." 

The soldiers raised me up, and, on receiving the as- 
sistance of Oastelermo's arm, I was able to walk, and was 
led into the interior of the castle ; where, after guards 
had been posted, one party of the conquerors was making 
merry on the wine, brandy, and viands foimd in the 
French stores. Another party was already bearing away 
the dead, for interment ; they were so numerous, that the 
general deemed it prudent, in so hot a climate, to have 
me poor fellows allimder the turf by sunrise. The taking 
of the place had been attended with considerable slaughter; 
but I have forgotten the exact casualties. 

For several days after the assault, our troops were oc- 
cupied in repairmg the old defences, building new ones, 
remoimting cannon, burjring the stray corpses, which were 
sometimes found in retired nooks and comers, and in 
attending to the wounded ; whilst I remained inactive on 
the list of the convalescents. To me, these were days of 
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indescribable misery and ennui ; I endured agony, both 
of mind and body ; for a wound on the head, dangerous 
at all times, is doubly so in a warm climate. I became 
feverish and restless, and was haunted by gloomy visions 
and fancies. 

The assault — its dangers, uproar, and excitement — ^that 
unexpected and terrible rencontre — the voice — the face— 
the words — ^the figure, which seemed to come to me from 
the grave, to appear cmly, and be lost for ever — all flitted 
contmually before me, Hke some hideous dream. I 
brooded over the secret, which I dared not reveal even to 
my most intimate friends in the garrison ; and it op- 
pressed and weighed upon me like some vast incubus. I 
was restless, unhap^py, and careless of all that was passing 
around me ; or, if I spent a thought on the extemsd 
world, it was always accompanied by a wish to be again 
engaged on some piece of active service. 

Oswald being the officer who fairly led the stormers 
through the breach, I did not receive promotion ; but, in 
lieu, a riband with a silver clasp, havingthe word Scylla 
inscribed on it, was presented to me. This I considered 
no ordinary compliment; rewards for merit being — 
strange to say — almost uiiknown in the British service ; 
if we except those rings worn on the arms of the privates, 
and callea "good-conduct stripes," in contradistinction to 
the had, whi3i are bestowed elsewhere. 

My name was duly emblazoned in the general orders, 
and transmitted to the Horse Guards, whence the re- 
iterated compliments of the commander-in-chief were 
published thix>u^h all the journals of the day ; and while, 
in my obscure billet at Scylla, I knew nothing about it^ 
I was becoming quite a man of note at home. 

As soon as me fall of the fortress became known, the 
inhabitants of the town, whom the din of war had driven 
to Ite^gio and Messina, came flocking back to their ruined 
and nned habitations; and the picturesque little place 
soon resumed its wonted appearance of life and activity, 
which the presence of Oswald's brigade, and the vicinity 
of our fleet, not a little increased. 

I had a tolerably comfortable billet with an ancient 
lady, who did all m her power to make me happy ; for 
she perceived that sometning weighed heavily on my 
spirits, and that I was gloomy and melancholy. She waa 
a garnQous old gossip, whose head was then as full of 
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MKints and miracles as itliad been of lore and lorers tbirty 
yean before, and a famous maker of polenta and ohoke- 
niiest, with which she often neariy choked me ; bnt old 
SignoreBsa Pisa was so kind and motheriy in her manner, 
that I haye ever since remembered her with gratitude. 

The little town and its castle were crowded to excess ; 
lite latter with Oswald's brigade, and the former with its 
letomed inhabitants, oar own woimded, and those of the 
enemy. There was not a closet, aarr&t, or cellar nnocca- 
nied ; and Castelermo shared with me the hospitality of 
Signora Pia* Onr qnarters could not be called oillets, as 
each person housed nimself where he could ; the seniors 
generally occupying the best, by right of rank. 

From the windows of my apartment, we had a noble yiew 
of the Straits, studded with yessels, and gleaming in blue 
and saffiron by day, and in silyer and ffreen by niffht $ the 
white-terraced houses and spires of MeaBma, the beautiful 
mountains, and aUtibe Sicilian shore. In ^e eyenins, I 
often enjoyed the cool prospect and a fira^rant cigar, wmle 
flipping the scanty half-pint of ration wme, to which the 
medical officer resected me, and listening to the 
dashing of the wayes on the cliffs below. The little 
library of the signora was placed at my disposal ; but the 
*' Gierusalemme,' ' the " Hundred Ancient Tales," the 
poems of AMeri, and the sayings and doings of many 
noly personages were all turned oyer listlessly ; imtil, at 
last, I foimd one yolume which interested me deeply. It 
was one of i^Huch I had heard Bianca speak moeft rap- 
tarously, and which all ItaUans mention with admiration 
—the Poems of Ossian, the Bard of Selma, which are so 
ably translated by the celebrated poet Cesarotti, whose 
pen has added an essay on their authenticity and beauty, 
which the Italians can appreciate, eyen through the 
medium of a second transition. Prom Napoleon— who 
is said neyer to haye been without a copy of this work, 
especiaUy when writing bulletins and general orders — ^the 
Abate Cesarotti receiyed a handsome pension. The book 
afforded me occupation during the few weeks I remained 
at Scylla. I say weeks, because Ossian is not a work to be 
skimmed, but rather studied ; eyery line is so replete with 

g)wer and beauty. But my quiet mode of life was not 
ted to last long, as I was sent on duty the moment my 
name was off the staff-surgeon's list. 

soon as I could ride, I ordered oat Cartouche, and. 



aceompanied by Castelermo, rode aver to Beggio, in faint 
hope of beholding that famons phenomenon, the Fata 
Morgana— * the sea fairy, as our padrona called her — 
who, according to the Calabrese tradition, is a mermaid 
dwelling in the Straits of Messina, abore the wayes of 
which she displays her palaces of shell and coral, to lure 
yonng men to destruction ; but there are fairies in all the 
cities of Italy, whose lures are more dangerous than those 
of the poor mermaid in Ihe fable. 

Cast^ermo informed me that he had been hearing mass 
at a chapel of San Bartolommeo, among the hills, where 
he had solemnly returned thanks to liie great patron of 
his order, for his narrow escape at Scylla. 

" And San Bartolommeo, wlio was he P" I asked. 

" A most blessed saint, signer. To-day is the anniy^rw 
sary of Ids martyrdom : he was flayed aliye, by order of 
Astiages, the Armenian. But my escape — ^maladetto! 
'twas a narrow one : when my hold relaxed, and I feSl 
&om the broken battlement, I thought myself gone for 
eyer. Yes, signer, but for St. John of Malta, and iAke 
beatified Madonna^ I must haye been dashed to pieces on 
those stone fl^s, which receiyed me so softly : m all my 
campaigns under the cardinal, in all my fighlang' imder 
the winged horse at Eome, and the Maltese flag, 1 neyer 
encountered an adyenture equal to it ! " ' 

"Under the Maltese flag? Against the Turks, I 
presume?" 

" Basta t ay, and corsairs of Barbary, pirates of Greeee^ 
and, lastly. Frenchmen. You are aware, that three months 
after the soldiers of Napoleon captured that soHtary rock, 
where the banner of the true feith had wayed so long, ^e 
hereditary yassals of the order, irritated by the tyranny 
of his general, Yaubois, rose in arms : with a few knights 
of the old Italian langue, I hastened to put myseu at 
their head, and assist in the expulsion of those irreligious 
inyaders. Ha! then we had something like war. The 
gates of Yaletta, and the other cities of me isle, were shut^ 
and Iheir blockaded garrison reduced to the utmost famine 
and distress. Then ensued that long and bloody siege^ 
which lasted for two years, during wmch time more than 
twenty thousand soldiers perished by the sword or starva* 
tion. As the great master-spirit of those military opera- 
tions, I was in my glory, and was full of fervour, rapture, 
and eestasy, at the prospect of once more establishing m:^ 
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OTder. No pilgrim, on first beholding the holy city from 
afar, ever experienced the slow of indescribable feehng 
which possessed me, when me fleet of Fortogal, sent by 
Lord lielson to our assistance, burst joyously on my 
gaze, — as the gallant ships, with their m>wning tiers of 
artillery, their standards streamine, and white caayas 
swelling in the breeze, steered round the promontory, and 
opened their broadsides against the castle of St. £lmo. 
O, hour of joy ! I kissed my sword, and raised my hands 
to the blue s^ above me, in thankfulness. Lastly, came 
the fleets of Britain and Sicily, after which the fortresses 
surrendered, and the soldiers of V aubois, marching to the 
sea-shore, threw down their arms. AU the treasured 
hopes, the glowing thoughts of years, were about to be 
accomplished : I stepped forward, to receive the sword of 
the general ; jud^e of my wraUi, when Lord Nelson anti- 
cipated me ; Dowmg low, Vaubois presented his sword by 
the hilt, and the admiral immediately handed it to a short, 
squat fellow, a sailor, who stood llehind, and who, with 
the most provoking indiflerence and %amg froid, put it 
under his arm, with those of other officers, as he received 
them in succession." 

Castelermo heaved a deep sigh, paused, and then conti- 
nued : — " I had in my hands the same consecrated stand- 
ard which Ximenes, our most iUostrious grand-master, 
had, in better days, imfurled against the infidels of Al- 
geria ; I was about to hoist it on the ramparts of Yaletta, 
and at the j)oint of the sword claim the isle in the name 
of the knights of St. John of Jerusalem, when lo! the 
British flag was hoisted on the turrets of St. Elmo : a coM 
shivering seized my frame, while my heart glowed with 
honest mdignation at the grasping nature of England. 
Slowly the fiiag ascended, unrolling its gaudy crosses to 
the breeze, when the cheers of the troops, mingling with 
those of our fickle and perfidious vassals, were echoed 
back by the shipping of the aUies in our harbour, and the 
Sicilians thundered a salute from the bastions of Bicasoli. 
I thought of old Villiers de Tlsle Adam, of Diomedes, of 
John Se Valette, and the glories that had passed away for 
ever. Sick at heart, and disgusted with the world, I 
tossed into the sea beneath me the banner of Ximenes, 
and, sheathing my sword, quitted for ever the isle of 
Malta, where for two long years I had fought, toiled, and 
bled, animated by the proud and chivalric hope, that, by 
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restoring to its pristine grandeur the order of St. John» I 
should hye in story, like those brave warriors who shine 
in the glowing pa^es of Yertot. But, alas ! we are falling 
now, as the l^mpiars feU of old/' 

I never interropted him : the departed elories of his 
order formed a sad but favourite theme, and ne continued 
to dwell upon it until we arrived at Ileggio. The white 
houses of the town, the undulating hills, palm-groves, and 
orangeries, formed a very a^eeable landscape, sloping 
down to the glassy bosom of me dark-blue ocean. 

" And this is !Bihegium, so celebrated in the history of 
the past.*' 

" Where guilty Circ^ trod the waves with feet unwetted, 
and where the wild warriors of Barbarossa gave all to fire 
and sword," said the cavaliere, as we rode over ground 
strewed with ruins, now rapidly becoming hidden under 
luxuriant masses of ivy and vine. "IDiese shattered 
walls bear traces of the great earthquake of 1783, 
which will never be forgotten until some still greater 
calamiiy overwhelms all Calabria with destruction and 
horror. 

" The Grecian columns yonder " 

"Are the relics of an earlier age— fragments of the 
great temple of Minerva. S«ggio was once famous for its 
country viUas ; of those you l^nold only the ruins, which 
are used as a common quarry by the people ; and here 
you will look in vain for the citj|r, once so famed for its 
extent and opulence ; but the sackmg and burning of 1544, 
the convulsion of 1783, and succeeding wars and woes, 
have reduced it te what you now see." 

Though some of its streets were new and handsome, 
they were quiet as those of a sequestered hamlet at home : 
impoverished and oppressed by the invaders, their inha- 
bitants were few, and those poor and dejected in appear- 
ance. The scenery, however, was beautiful ; the wmding 
shores, the dark waters of the Straits, the high mountains 
of the purest green, and the variously-tinted groves of 
aromatic trees, all combined to render the place (manning. 
The smooth bosom of the ^lass^ sea vividly reflected the 
landscape ; but we looked m vain for that wondrous phe- 
nomenon, the Fairy Morgana, who was so condescenmng, 
a few years before, as to display her coral palaces thrice 
to the Dominican, Fra Antomo Minaci. Less favoured by 
the fair mermaid, we beheld neither inverted fleets nor 

T 
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sahmsrine cities, and, after a canter along tibe MiypT^ft, 
adionmed to liie Csi£6 Britannica to dine. 

In iiie erening, as we sat sipping onr wine at the 0]^6n 
windows, enjoying the cool west wind from the Siraits, 
and observing the passers-by, — ^Dr ihe streets became a 
fitde more animated, as the men tmned out to smoke 
atteir cigars and talk politics, ihe women to see them and 
inomeBAde, — a crowd beneath the balcony attracted onr 
attention. 

" An iisprovisatore," said Castelermo, as the notes of a 
goitasr were heard. ** Shall I give him a theme P" 

"Certainly: but what shall it beP The Fall of 
lUiodesF" 

** You shall hear : the Capture of Scylla.** 

He drew a card from his case, wrote something on the 
back of it with, a pencil, and threw it over the balcony. 
In the midst of the crowd stood a j^oung man, in the 
common but gracefol garb of the province, with a broad, 
scariet riband encircling his hat, me front of which was 
adorned by a loyalist cockade of the same hue. His jacket 
of green plush was gaily embroidered, a broad white 
shirt-collar was folded over it, yellow cotton breeches, a 
green silk sash a&dieath^ gaiters finished his attire ; but 
mere was something very jaunty, intelligent, gay, and 
impudent, in his rosy face and ^02^1^ en^s&nwle. His man- 
doBn announced him to be one of the improvisatori, — 
wandering minstrels, or itinerant storytellers. 

I know not whether those men are worthy of the name 
of inspired poets ; but, so wonderful is their talent for 
versification, that some of the better class of th^n have 
be^i known to produce, extempore, a five-act tragedy, 
and an epic, divided into cantos, and having a regular 
plot, characters) and dialogues, — all maintained in oc%ive- 
syllabio rhyme. I had often encountered them in Sicilj', 
wh«re> by the wayside and among the mountains, their 
songs had cbeered the tedium of many a long march, and 
liad bestowed many a ducat upon tl»9m, — regardin&c the 
wudoMlB as repr^entatireB itbe ancient ^ubaloms 
or minnesingers, once so common over the whole of 
EmopiB ; but the modem minstrel we encountered at 
iReggio provoked me extremely. 

• "Semssimo!" cried he, while coins of every description 
skowM^'from all quarters into the high crown of his in- 
VMed httt.- "The illustrious cavalier has given me a 
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gallant theme ; Madoima aid me to do it justice ! Sig^ 
nori, you will hear a story of the brav^ English captain, 
who took the castle of Scylla for Xing Ferdmand, and so 
gained the love of a fair Italian signora." 

" Bravissimo !" cried the men, and the women clapped 
their hands, exultingly. 

Castelermo glanced at me with a droll smile, and we 
both bnrst into a fit of laughter. 

" Impossible ! the fellow cannot mean me ! " said I. 

" You shall hear. Ah! the prelude — ^hear him — excel* 
lent ! He excels Andrea Marone in yerse ; and our' fas 
Oorilla, the gifted peasant-girl of Fistoia, who, amid thee 
roar of a hundred cannon, was crowned queen o# 1^ 
gentle art at Some, could not finger the mandolin more 
fightly, or with better taste. Basta ! he should make his 
fortune!" 

Imagme my surprise, on hearing the improvisatore 
give forth, extempore, to his eager, silent, and gaping 
audience, a song or poem of some thirty or forty long 
verses, in very tolerable ofHva rima, descriptive of the 
siege and storm of Scylla, in which, under me name of 
Claudio Dundazo, I was continually mentioned in a strain 
of most extravagant compliment, as the vahroso capitano, 
and most gallant cavaliere in the world. What annoyed 
me most was, that the name of Bianca d'Alfieri had not 
escaped the minstrd, who made her the heroine of his 
impudent epio. 

*' Oh ! Castelermo— by the Lord ! this is too iridiculous. 
I care not about myself; but Bianca's name, to be used 
thus, for amnsing the rabble of Eeggio !'* said I, starting, 
up. " How the proud girl's cheek would flush, if she knew 
of this ! You gave hm the theme." 

"The Hieme, merely. — Hush!" added ihe knight, de- 
taining me, as tihe improvisatore concluded, describing our 
ioyous marriage, in a splendid cathedral, with incense 
burning, bells rinmg, aiKl priests praying. After a grand 
invocation of all me saints, — to whom he described us as 
vowing several pounds of excellent wax-candle, whilst a 
magniloent petticoat was prcmiised to Our Lady of Burello, 
— tie bard concluded : once more he inverted nis hat, into 
which we each threw our mite. 

" His profession must be tibe best in Italy," said I,, on 
beholding the shower of eoins which rained into the 

T 2 



272 ADYBNTUBBS OF AN AIDB-DB-CAHF. 

amplj-brimmed receiver, — the clanking dollar, the ringing 
carlino, and the tinkling bajocch. 

" He has acquitted hunself well : Gorilla, herself, could 
not have done better ; and, belieye me, I pay the wanderer 
no ordinary compliment in saying so." 

" But he must be cautioned against using the name of 
the Signora d'Alfieri in future." 

*' Already he has gone, signor," replied the knight, " and 
your threats and requests he would neither hear nor obey. 
TheimproTifiatoriwiilfind the celebration of the fallofScylla 
tiie most popular tlieme in the Calabrias, where all rejoice 
that the horse of Naples once more spreads its winss over 
ike last stronghold of Napoleon in the province. iJid you 
not observe how his enthusiasm enabled him to acquit 
himself, and how he seemed to rejoice in his wondrous 
art P While describing the night attack on Scylla, his 
breast seemed to ^ant with ardour, and his eyes sparkled 
with animation ; his swarthy cheek slowed cnmson, while 
his rapid and liquid words enchained iiis listening audience. 
He is a handsome fellow: at that moment, he seemed 
beautiful, and all the women were in raptures with him. 
Yet how stall they remained, as if a spell was upon them, 
until he concluded, and then burst forth the universal 
shout of * ExceUentissimo— oh ! most excellent ! ' " 

On our return to Scylla, as I dismoimted, throwing the 
reins to my groom, he informed me that an Italian general 
officer was waiting for me at the house of Signora Pia, on 
some business of miportance. Startled by mis conmiuni- 
cation, I hurried to my billet, and found the supposed 
general to be old Zaccheo Andronicus, who, in his gorgeous 
chasseur's livery, might easily be mistaken for some officer 
by Mr. Bob Brown, whose perceptions of things, beyond 
the heel-post of the stable, were none of the clearest. 

I joyously welcomed " the old grey Grecian," who had 
recovered from his wound, and was now bearer of a letter 
from Bianca, in answer to one despatched the ni^ht before 
Scylla was stormed. I consigned him, forthwith, to the 
care of my padrona, and hurried away to enjoy, in soli- 
tude, the delight of perusing Bianca's first---and, as it 
proved, her last — ^letter. 

Written in her pretty little running hand, it began with 
the usual address of " caro signor ; " but my heart leaped, 
on finding the fair girl using the frank and more endearing 
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phrase of " anima mia*^ The yiscontessa begged to be 
remembered to me : she had lost an enonnous sum at faro 
last night, with the last of her suite of brilliants. Luigi 
was slowly recovering from the effects of his wound, but 
his peace of mind was gone for ever. To hasten his reco- 
very, his mother had t&ice vowed a solemn pilgrimage to 
the cave of St. Eosalia, in Sicily, but had as often stban- 
doned the attempt, and vowed candles to SanUgo, instead ; 
since which he had begun to recover more rapidly, and aU 
at the villa had no doxu>t that the saint had mterceded in 
his behalf. She applauded my conduct at Scylla ; and, to 
ine, her praise was more valuable, and more highly prized 
tlum that of the generals. She had perused ail tne de- 
spatches in the Gazetta JBritannicat and her heart had 
leaped alternately with pride and joy — ^with fear and horror 
— at the narration. " Oh ! Claude," she continued, " you 
know not how proud I am of you — ^how I rejoice at your 
escape I But Francesca, my sister — ^my unhappy sister !-«^ 
we can discover no trace of her — ^her fate is enveloped in 
mystery. We have every horror to fear ; for Peteonio, 
the bisnop of Cosenza, though deemed a saint by the 
peasantry, is a bold and bad-hearted man, and, Francesca 
m his power ! — oh ! Madonna ! Would that you could 
visit us ; her loss and Luigi's illness fill us with perplexity 
and dismay." 

Next day, I despatched an answer by the chasseur, pro- 
mising to solicit the general for a few days' leave of ab- 
sence, to visit the villa. But this idea was never realized 
in the manner I expected, as I was despatched, on urgent 
duty, to the Adriatic shore, a day or two afterwards. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

NAVAEBO. — BEVENGE I 

Although I had no doubt that this honourable per- 
sonage, for the purpose of disgracing me or endangering 
mv fife, had, in that true national spirit of revenge of 
wnich every day brought forth some new example, forged 
the letter which Ghiscoigne received, still I had not suffi- 
cient proof of the fact, either to " call him out," or place 
him under arrest. We met daily in the garrison, and 
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glances of undisguiBed hostiliW from him were dolj an* 
swered by those of contempt 6om me : but such a state 
oi things, between men wearing swoids, could not endure 
long. 

A whisper of sospicion — ^most injurious to the honour 
of Kavarro, as a man of courage and loyalty — ^was circu- 
lated through the brigade. Shunned, scorned, and placed 
m Coventry f by the officers, sli^ted, and regardea with 
onrious eyes, by the soldiers, his baseness recoiled upon, 
himself, — he led a life of solitary wretchedness and misery. 
But he was a traitor and Buonapartist at heart, and m 
dose correspondence with Begnier, to whom he soon de- 
serted, yet not before committing one of those atrocities 
which cus^aced Italy then, as ottcoi as they do a certain 
western iuand now. 

Having so many adventures to describe, and so much 
to relate, I must lie brief. My quarrel with Navarro soon 
«ame to a crisis : being sent to him by the general, with a 
message relative to the rcrfortifyin^ of Sc^Ua, I was so 
provoked by his dogged insolence, mat I laid my riding- 
switdi pretty severely across his back ; a challenge ensued^ 
and we were to fight next morning, in the most remote 
part of i^e fortress. 

Cool and determined, though exasperated, I went to bed 
without the least anxieiy : I nad no doubt of coming off 
victorious; And, hardened as I was by the bloodshed of 
service, would have cared no more for shooting JSTavarro, 
than killing a partridge. Now, it appears to me singular 
with what dehberation Castelermo and I made our prepa- 
rations over-night, — rolling six pistol cartridges, fixing the 
flints, oilins the springs, and putting all in order to start 
by dajrbreafc. After supping as usual, we retired to bed, 
each giving the other solemn injunctions not to sleep too 
long. 

I have already stated, that, in consequence of the 
crowded state of the billets, we both occupied the same 
room. 

About daybreak, I started, and awoke ; the business on 
hand rushea upon my memory. I sat up in bed, and re- 
flected for a moment on the events another hour might 
bring forth : my train of thought was arrested by obsarv- 
ing a current of air agitating the muslin curtains of my 
eoweh, and causing ihem to float about like banners. X 
•kaped oat» ^aod, to my surprise perceived ^he ca^en^ept 



unbolted and open, — ^admitting, at onoe^ the oold gea- 
breeze and dull grey morning ngbt. 

" Castelermo — aignor, rouse I It wants but twenty- 
minutes to the time, by my watch." 

" And ten by mine," said Gasooi^e, puttkig in his 
head : he was closely mufBed up in his ddak. " What ! 
only turning out ; eh, Dundas P" 

" It is all very well for you to be in a huiuy,** said I, 
pettishly. '* You Lashmen take these a£&iiB quite as 
matters of course. 1*11 be ready in a minute ; a chill 
morning for a shooting-party,* I added with a p^r 
attempt at a laugh, " 'wiste is Macneoa P" 

" ISelow, with his instruments ; but your firiend, Hke 
knight, sleeps soundly. Hallo, Castelermo!" 

dSiere was still no reply. Dressing in haste, I callad 
often, but received no answer; and, supposing that ke 
must have risen, I drew back the curtain of his sleepiag;- 
place, to assure myself, when a scarcely articulate eraa- 
mation of horror escaped my lips. Imagine my grief and 
astonishment, to behold our poor Mend lying c&enched in 
his blood, pale and lifeless ! 

I placed* my hand on his heart; it was cold .and stiH. 
Gascoigne bent over the window, and shouted— 

" Macnaiaha — Macnaisha — ^you devil you, oomid here ! " 
The doctor arrived in a moment, but the cavalier was 
beyond his skill ; there was not ibe slightest warmth or 
pulsation. The gallant, the noble, and ohivaLriC Castelermo 
Lad perished by the hand of a cowardly assassin. Buried 
to the very cross-^uard, in his heart, a little ebony-liilted 
poniard was struoK, witii such force, that some «tr^igth 
had to be exerted to draw it forth ; and, on my doing mo, a 
strip of paper, attached to the pommel, attracted our at-^ 
tention ; it contained tfiese words : — 

f Let those who would avenge this ins<^nt ^riion, 
seek me among the ranks of the French at Casssmo ; ja 
word I might have forgiven — a blow, never.*-^P»c<w> 

Although boiling with ij;Ldignation, I shuddered at the 
fate I had so narrowly escaped. For me it was that the 
fatal stroke had been intended ; and I then remembered 
Castelermo's warning, to beware of the cowardly Navarao. 
Clambering up by a gard^i-wall, the miscreant had 
reached our casement, which he had contrived to open 
spiselesply ; but on enteiisg tiie room he had mistakta thp 
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unfortunate cavalier's bed for mine, and my Mend had 
thus perished in my stead. 

" The blow must have been struck about midnight," 
said Macnesia. 

Only an hour after we retired to rest : perhaps 'Navarro 
had been outside the window during the greater part of 
the night, watching our preparations for the intended 
meeting next morning. But, with three hundred of our 
soldiers, we had all a narrower escape from this Italian's 
hatred aad duplicity, of which the reader shall hear more 
anon. 

The Signoressa Pia was overwhelmed with constematioii 
and dismay on learning that the knight of Malta had 
perished under her roof. Followed bv a mob of fisher- 
men, the podesta, with his clerk, arrivea and committed to 
writing a statement of the facts ; while I preserved the 
poniard and the assassin's signature for production and 
evidence, should a day of retru)ution ever arrive. 

Enraged at this act of sacrilege, the populace searched 
every nook and comer in the town ; two or three old 
knights of Castelermo's order, who resided in the neigh- 
bourhood, armed and mounted their followers and ser- 
vants, who, in conjunction with those of the podesta, and a 
detachment of our light troops, scoured the whole country 
round ; yet without success. Navarro was nowhere to 
be found ; but we soon after learned that he had sought 
refuge behind the lines of his friends, the French ; who 
still remained intrenched at Cassano, awaiting the slow 
advance of Massena. 

In the solitary mountain-chapel of San Bartolommeo, 
poor Castelermo was interred with military honours ; the 
grenadiers of Sir Louis de Watteville, drawn up outside 
Sie edifice, fired three volleys over it, while the coffin was 
lairered down in front of the altar; where he now4ies 
with his mantle, sword, and spurs, like a knight " of old 
lisle Adam's days." 

He was one of the last cavaliers of the original order, 
which for two hundred and sixty-eight years had pos- 
sessed the isle of Malta. Since 1800, when France ceded 
the rook to Britain, they have been gradually declining in 
power, and disappearing ; and, aUhough at the petty 
courts of Italy a few aged men are sometimes seen witn 
the eight-pointed cross of the order on their bosoms, the 
Knights of Ehodes and St. John of Jerusalem have, in 
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effect, passed away ; like Castelenno hmuself, their gloiy 
is now with the things that were. 

Unfortunately, I was not present to witness the celebra- 
tion of my Mend's obsequies. On the dose of this day, 
which haa commenced so inauspiciously, I had returned 
with the light infantzr, and wearied by a long search 
among the woods and hills, was sitting aejectedfy in my 
billet alone, when Pierce, the generafs orderly, arriyed 
with a message, that I was wanted by his master. I took 
up my sabre, and followed him to the antique mansion 
wnere I had first seen Sir John Stuart, on my arriyal at 
Scylla. 

The general was engaged in writing ; the table was 
covered with despatches, returns, repoi^, and morning- 
states ; a map of Italy and a i>air of compasses lay close 
by. The rosy light of the setting sun streamed throujgh 
the barred and latticed window on his stem Scottish 
features, his silver hairs, and faded uniform ; and the 
tarnished aigulette and osik-leayes, a cross of the Bath, a 
medal for Maida, and clasps for other services, all 
blackened by powder-smoke and the effects of the weather, 
gave him a very service-bom and soldier-like aspect. 

" Pierce, hand Captain Dundas a chair, and wait 
outside." 

" Help yourself, Claude," said he, pushing two decanters 
of Lacrima and Zante towards me, after asking a fewhurried 
questions concerning our firuitless chase after the runaway 
engineer. " FiU your glass ; the Zante is tolerable ; and 
just excuse me for five minutes, will youP" He con- 
tinued writing, and then folded a long and very official- 
like document. " A journey is before you," said he ; 
" and as you will have to start to-morrow morning by 
daybreak, light marching order is best." 

" For where. Sir JohnP" 

** Crotona ; I would not have sent you back there, but 
Lascelles of yours has not returned from Cassano, and 
. Lieutenant- dolonel Moore is not available. Will you 
believe it P I have received orders from the ministry to 
abandon the Calabrias forthwith, or do that which is the 
same ; to order back the expedition to Sicily, leaving gar- 
risons in the strong places we have taken. These troops 
will, of course, become ^e prisoners of Massena ; who (I 
am informed by a despatch from General Sherbrooke) has 
arrived at Cassano, and is there c(»icentrating a rorce. 
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which will sooa burst oyer both provinces like a torrent ; 
60 that Maida was won, the dtadel of Orotana taken, una 
the castles of St. Amanthea, Monteleoiie, and Scylla, all 
gallantly stormed, for nothing. We might as well hare 
remained in peace in onr barracks at Palermo. But, 
however fooHsn and contrary to my own conviction, those 
orders must be obeyed. One of tne Sicilian government 
gallies will take yon hence to-morrow, and put you on 
board the Am^Juon, in the Adriatic. Give my compli- 
ments to Captam Hoste, with this order, to take on board 
Colonel Macleod's command from Crotona, and convey it 
straight to Messina. To Macleod you wOl convey these 
instractions ; to deliver over the citadel, with its cannon 
and stores, to five hundred of the free Calabri, who will 
in future be its sarrison, and be commanded by major 

Kcavaliere del Castagno, or any other officer whom 
t insubordinate fellow the Yisconte Santugo may 
f point. A detachment of De Watteville*s shall hola 
onteleone ; and Captain Piozzi, with a few of the Italian 
guards, the castle of St.Amanthea. I am resolved that 
as few British troops as possible shall be sacrificed by the 
'folly of our friends in author!^. Your regiment is the 
best in Sicily, and a wing, or detachment of it, will gar- 
rison Scylla, which is of the utmost importance to us as a 
key to Italy ; but, if hard pressed }yf Massena, they can 
easily abandon it under the protection of our shippiog. 

" To-morrow I return to Hie camp, to embark the 
main body of our army for Messina ; ,yoai will, of course, 
come round with Madeod's 'Highlanders, and rejoin 
me at Palermo, where I hope we shall spend. ma4y 
a merry evening in talking over our campaign among the 
Apennmes.** 

I was in a sort of a maze while the general so good- 
naturedly ex;^lained his plans and orders, in which I felt 
very little satisfaction. My thoughts were at the villa. To 
leave Calabria at present, was, perhaps, to leave Bianca ; a 
deadly blow to my air-built castles ; unless Massena'B 
legions marched south in time to change the intuitions of 
our leader. Eelying on the general's friendship, I had no 
doubt that my return to Sicily might be deLsiyed for a 
time ; therefore, I did not liesitate to solicit the appoint- 
ment of commandant at Scylla, with the local rank of 
major in Italy. 

" You are out a young officer, and the charge is a most 
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importaxxt one," said he, impreBsiyely : "but you are 
getting tired of me, Dundas P 

" Far fix)mit, Sir Jolm ; the staJOT " 

'' I am a&aid I task you too severely ; well, as apunish- 
xn^at for your discontent, you sliall nave Scylla to keep, 
80 la^g as our Mend Massena will permit. His advance 
wiU soon scare ike garrison out of it. I cannot refuse 
you l^t which you imderwent so many toils and risks to 
attain; the nomination will appear shortly in genecal 
orders " (he made a memorandum) ; '' but on one condition 
at is granted, that you do not spend too much of your 
time at St. iEufemio." 

I coloured at the inuendo, while the old fellow lauded 
«t what he considered a lut, and held the decantor of 
glowing Zante between him and the sunlight. He shook 
me he^tily by the hand, and, buckling xm the despatches 
in my sabretache, I hurried back to my billet to desire my 
servant to pack my valise, and have all in ord^ for 
starting by daybreak. 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 

!rHS CAVAIrLO MABIKO. 

Thb report of the mominff gun had scarcely pealed 
away from the ramparts, ere Brown appeared by my bed- 
side, and the rSveil rang through the echoing stillness of 
the castle above me. In barracks, there are few sensations 
more agreeable than that of being awakened by the rSveil 
on the dawn of a summer's day ; gradually its sweet low 
witil steals upon the waJdng senses, sadly and slowly at 
£rst, then increasing in strength and ^wer, till the taR 
body of music floats through me morning air, redoubled 
by ike echoes of the emp^ barrack-courts, when, as the 
measure from the slowness of a Scottish lament increases 
to the rapidity of a reel, the drums roll impatiently, as if 
to rouse the tardy sleepers. 

"Well, Bob, what land of morning is itP" said L 
scrambling up, shivering and yawning. . ^ ^ 

" Cold ana raw, sir — ^the drums sound as if muffled, a 
sure sign of a damp morning. The galley's boat is at the 
caatle.stairs, sir." 
./ft vvm AbiU^ ai4 dark daybreak; the ramparts of 
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Scylla looked black and wet ; tlie sentinels, buttoned up 
in their dark great-coats, kept close within turret and 
box ; a thick wg floated on the surface of the sea, and 
rolled in eddying volumes around the cavemed rock and 
the hills of Milia. With Bob*s assistance, I soon donned 
my tight leather breeches and jack-boots, and shaved 
hurriedly by candle-light, using the case of my watch, in 
lieu of a dressing-glass. It was a morning of that kind 
when it requires all one's resolution to leave a comfortaUe 
bed, and turn out in Ave minutes, to face a drizzly fog and 
cold sea-breeze ; so, tightening my waist-belt, I tnrcw my 
cloak round me, bade a hasty adieu to my kind padrona 
. and her dishes of polenta, and sallied forth. 

The boat awaited me at the sea staircase, a flight of 
steps hewn in the solid rock, and descending from the 
castle to the water, which was rolling in snowy foam on 
those at the bottom. I threw my portmanteau on board, 
and leaped after it. Brown saluted and bade me adieu, 
while I warned him, on peril of his head, to attend to 
Cartouche and see him duly fed and watered, as I used to 
do myself. 

The boat was shoved off", and we shot away into the 
mist from the lofty rock of ScyUa, which, with its castled 
summit, loomed like some tall giant through the flying 
vapour. The oars dipped and rose from the wave in mea- 
isured time, while the boatmen chanted and sang of the 
.glories of Massaniello, the flsherman of Amalfl, and of 
the mad friar, Campanello, who led the Calabrian revolters 
in 1590. 

In the pauses of their chorus, I could hear the boom 
of the waves in the hollow caverns, sending forth sounds 
like the howling of dogs and the roarmg of Si^lla's 
ravening wolves, who ab^e among darkness and misery, 
and rendered the spot so terrible to the ancient mariner; 
but the noise died away as the distance increased. The 
.fog arose from the face of the waters, the rising sun began 
to gild the summits of the Sicilian and Italian hills, and I 
beheld the war-galley lying, like a many-legged monster, 
on tiie bosom of the orightening deep. We steered along- 
side, the oars were laid m, and the side-ropes and ladder 
were lowered into the boat, which two sailors held steady, 
at stem and stem, by means of hooks. The galley was 
named the Cavallo Marino, and a gigantic sea-horse 
reared up at her prow ; the same emblem appeared carved 
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Upon her quarters, and the name was painted, in large red 
letters, on the broad white blade of every sweep. She was a 
high vessel, pulled by fifly oars, each of them at least forty 
feet long, and worked by nve miserable slaves, half-naked ; 
they were chained by the wrists to the oar, or else fastened 
to their seats, between which there ran, fore and aft, a 
long plank or gangway, where the boatswain or task- 
master walked about, applying his lash on the bare, 
shoulders of those unhappy wretches who did not exert, 
themselves sufficiently. 

The sailors of the Cavallo Marino ^ about fifteen, in 
number, were stationed forward ; she was armed with & 
large tbirty-two pound forecastle piece, and manned by 
two hundred and fifty slaves, the dregs of the prisons and 
dungeons of Kaples and Sicily, — assassins, bandits, run- 
away priests, ana villains of all descriptions, steeped in 
guilt of every imaginable kind. She had a captam, two 
Seutenants, and a lew petty officers, who wore the govern- 
ment uniform; they were grouped on her lof^ poop 
when I ascended on board, i was received, according to 
the custom of that service, by a cheer from the slaves ; 
but, alas I such a cheer ! It was more like a yell from 
the regions of darkness ; for the boatswain and nis mates 
used meir ratans unsparingly, to increase the joy of my 
arrival. Many a bitter imJediction was growled by the 
Italians, whose eyes gleamed like those of coiled-up 
snakes ; many a pious cry to God broke from the swarthy 
Algerines, who were there doing penance for the slavery 
to which their countrymen subjected those unhappy 
Christians who, by conquest or shipwreck, fdl under meir 
horrible dominion. A Moor of Barbary, or a corsair of 
Algeria, formed the fifth slave at every sweep. The poop 
was armed with a few brass swivel guns ; and the 
standard, having the arms of Sicily quaitered with those 
of I^aples, was displayed from a tall staff, rigged aft, and 
hung drooping in deep folds over the water, which it swept 
at times, when agitated by the morning breeze. 

The officers were the only men on board who wore their 
side-arms ; the slaves were all too securely chained to be 
dreaded, notwithstanding their number. 

By the captain, Guevarra, a pompous Httle Sicilian, I 
was formally welcomed on board "This majesty's galley 
Sect'Horse'' (a phrase he was very fond of repeating^ 
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and inTited to breakfast with the officers in their little den 
tinder the poop. Here we were often in darkness, as the 
long folds of the standard obscured the windows ; but 
when the wind wafted it aside, the fa\l radiance of the 
rising sun glared in through the openings, on the light- 
blue uniforms, silver epaulettes, ana weather-beaten 
visages of my entertainers ; on the glass cups of smoking 
cofl^ and thick chocolate, a savoury ham, with piles of 
eggs, pyramids of bread, and all the appurtenances of the 
brealaast-table. 

" Per Baccho ! " said the captain — ^who, though a little 
man, was armed with a prodigious sabre, and wore a most 
extravagant pair of mustacheos — " per Baccho ! signor," 
he contmued, with a most bland Sicilian smile, " it would 
have been a particular favour, had the general sent you off 
to us last night ; by this time we should have doubled 
Spartivento ; and, as there is some word of a French line- 
of-battle ship being up the Gulf of Tarento, his valour 
who commands the AmphionwiR be impatient to be joined 
by his majesty's galley Sea-Shrse. — lieutenant, 1*11 
trouble you for the maccaroons. We shall have some 
rough weather before evening, and these double-banked 
galleys ship every sea that strikes them. — ^The muflSns P — 
with pleasure, signor. — ^And, truly, one is safer anchored 
close 1)y Uie Tower of the Lantern, than exposed to a le6 
shore and -all the damnable currents that run round 
SportivMito in the evening. But, believe me, signor, that 
his majesty's galley Sea^Morse — ^Boy ! pass the word for 
more coffee/" 






Si signor capitano," replied a little olive-cheeked 
urchin in shirt and trousers, who vanished with the silver 
coffee-pot. 

" Considering the beauty of the morning, and the un- 
clouded splendour of the sun, I trust," said I, "with all 
due submission to your better judgment, that you may 
prove a false prophet." 

"Impossible, signor!" replied the Sicilian, who was 
doing ample justice to all the good things before him. " I 
have sailed in — an egg, thank you — in his majesty's 
galleys, for forty years, and know every shoal, current, 
rock, and sign of tiie Italian seas, better than the boasted 
P^dinuruB of old — Better P said I. Bah! I hold him to 
be an amnt blockhead, and no seaman, to resign his 



lijdm to Signor Morpheus, whose ' SiTgian dew ' I belief 
t6 have been a big-bellied flask of most potent Gioja or 
French brandy." 

" Bat Paimnms was an accnrsed heathen, like his 
mastery misnamed th» 'pioi» .^hieas;' and, having no 
saint to patronize him^ oonld expect nothing else ihan 
mishaps/' said one of tibe lieatenants. 

** Eight, Vinoni," replied the c^tain ; " bnt we, sailors 
of his majesty of Sicily, are the Madonna's peculiar care. 
Faogh ! a tarantella in the oream-pot and fire-flies in the 
marmalade^ Tes, Signer Dundas," he continued, re- 
suming his former tb^e, " th^*e is a regular hurricane 
gatilenng, though from what point I cannot quite deter- 
msae. Lait night, tibie yellow moon rose above the Oala- 
brian hills, surronnded by a luminous halo, — a sure sign 
of a tough gale, which Madonna avert ; what is worse, we 
may have it in our teeth, blowing right ahead, before we 
round yonder Capo del Aarmi^ On our voyage from 
Palermo, yesterday, as we passed through the lipari 
Islesi liiey werfe covered by a white vapour, — a sure sign 
of a nortb-east wind ; butuiough the ^ore lies on our lee, 
his majesty's galley can always use her sweeps, and giVe 
it a wide berth." 

*' But did you not remark, signor," said Vinoni, *' that 
before we came in sight of the rhsao, the mist had floated 
away from the Lipari, and "^e mouth of Stromboli threif^ 
clear flames across ihs skr, whilst the waves smoked and 
growled with a remaaEkdbld noise, — ail sure tokens of a 
land breeze." 

" Bight, Vinoni!" said the captain, whose opinion was 

feneraUy formed on that of his Heutenazrt : " right, corpo ! 
feel it blowing down the Straits at this moment, and 
tiie white foam &at curls before it on the wat^, aunonnces 
a coming squall." 

Leaving these weather-wise Italians to settle the matt^t 
as they ehose, I walked forward, to observe the accommo^ 
dation and conslsmct^n of this peculiar vessel. She was 
now under weigh, and, though strained from stem to stem 
by every stroke of the sweeps, she moved through the 
water with a motion so easy and rapid, that her officers 
had little occasion to dread either contrary winds or 
tides. 

The broad-bladed sweeps brushed the ocean into foan^.^ 
which roared in surf beneath the sharp \>Qiw^)\^^^<^ vfiv) 
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under the counter, and leaving astern a long white wake 
in the glittering sea. The sun was now up, and his rosy 
morning light cast a warm glow over land and ocean. 

Captain Gueyarra stood beside me on the poop, and 
pointed out the different towns, mountains, and heaolands, 
as we moved down the Straits : his observations proved 
amusing, from the strange compound of knowledge and 
i^orance, religion, superstition, and vanity, they exhi- 
bited. 

We were soon in mid-channel : the firuitful shore of old 
Trinacria, studded with innimierable towns and villages, 
nestling on the green hills, embosomed among the richest 
foliage, or shining along the sandy and sunny beach, rose 
in succession on the view, while piles of picturesque 
mountains closed the background, — and soon, cmef 
amongst them all, ^antic Etna reared up its mighty 
cone, appearing to rise from the watery horizon on our 
starboard bow. From its yawning crater, a lengthened 
column of li^ht vapour ascended into the pure air, in one 
steady, straight, and unbroken line, piercing the pale- 
blue immensity of space, and rising to an altitude where, 
in the soft regions of upper air, it was for ever lost to the 
eye. 

As the range of the Neptunian hills, and the town of 
Messina, — ^wim its large cathedral, its numerous churches 
and convents, its terraced streets, sweeping round swelling 
eminences, and its busy harbour crowded by a forest of 
masts, — closed, lessened, and sank astern, the bay of 
Beggio, on the other hand, opened to our view, with all 
the spires and casements of its town gleaming in the 
beams of the morning sun, the high peaks of its hills 
behind covered to the summit with £Lrk-green pines, and 
fragrant orange or citron trees. The g^ey-siaves were 
now pulling with all their strength, to make headway 
against the strong current which runs towards Cape 
^lorus, but we soon got clear of the eddies, and moved 
through the water with astonishing speed. 
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CHAPTEE XXXVn. 

THE EACE.^-GALLEY-SLAYES. 

" YoNDEH is Bliegium, signor," said the Captain Gue- 
Yarra, " where .^Eolus dwelt before he removed his ^ovem- 
xoent over to Sicily, and where he sold fair winds to 
mariners, and tied the foul ones up in paper bags — ^the 
cursed heathen ! And yet it would be some advantage if 
such commodities could be purchased in these Yi3gar 
modem days. I have known the time when I would have 
given sixty pieces of gold for a single puff of fair wind ; 
but that was before I had the honour of commanding his 
majesty's galley 8ea- Horse, and all those stout rogues 
who work it. Ah ! Madonna mia !" he ejaculated, cross- 
ing himself, as we walked on the weather side of the 
poop; " what is all this I have been saying ? Our Lady 
of Sicily forgive me the thought, and keep me contented 
with such winds as pass over the sea, without buying from 
heathen, heretic, or devil ! Viva ! how bravely the old 
Sea-Horse shoots through the water ! Believe me, Sig- 
nor Ihmdas, there is not another galley in the service of 
his Sicilian majesty equalling this, for strength, speed, 
and beauty of mould." 

" Yet there is a little vessel yonder, cracking on imder 
every stitch of canvas, which seems able and disposed to 
beat you." 

" Beat the Sea-Horse — ^beat his majesty's galley !" cried 
the little commander, stamping his feet on tne deck. 
** Corpo di Baccho ! if any man on board, save yourself, 
signor, had even hinted that such a thing was possible, I 
would have dropped him from the yard-arm, with a fortjr- 
pound shot at his heels ; I would, this instant — ^I, Gan- 
dolfo Guevarra." 

After Hiis outburst, I did not venture on another re- 
mark, and we walked up and down in silence. Between 
us and Cape Pillari, a swift little Maltese schooner, of a 
most rakish cut, was flying through the water, with her 
snow-white canvas shinmg m the sun, and bellying out to 
the breeze, while her flashing sweeps were moving, stroke 
for stroke, with those of the galfey, which she was evi- 
dently leaving astern. She was low-built, almost level 
with the water, which she cleft like an arrow. 
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" Ola ! the boats warn," cried Guevarra, perspiring with 
rage, which made every fibre of his littie body quiver, 
wMe he twisted his long mustaches, and looked fierce 
as a rat at bay. " By the blood of Grennaro ! that vil- 
lanous craft is leaving us astern. Shall a runaway of 
Malta, laden with base merchandise, beat his majesty's 
galley the Sea-Horse ? No, no— Madonna ! Quick, ras- 
cal ! there, fly-flap the shoulders of the oarsmen, or your 
own shall snuurt before sunset. And you, signor — ^master- 
gunner." 

** Si, signor illustrissimo." 

" Heady — ^the ffun there, forward ; to teach these vaga- 
bonds to keep weir distance, and not attempt to rival 
tiiose who sail under his majesty's pennant." 

llie forecastle-piece was double-shotted, and cleared 
away for action ; while the boatswain and his mates flew 
ftom stem to stcnn, lashing unmercifully the bare shoul- 
denrs of the slaves, with as httle remorse as one would the 
flanks of a vicious horse. Tremendous curses and horrible 
blasphemies followed this application of the ratans, and 
the unhappy wretches toiled until their swarthy skins 
were deluged in perspiration, which mingled with tihie 
blood streaming m>m their lacerated bac£. The storm 
of maledictions soon died away, their exhausted strength 
requiring that they should work in silence ; and I looked 
on, in pity and disgust, while the miserable beings toiled 
at the ponderous oars, with measured action, which strained 
every muscle to its utmost power of tension. On glancing 
along the rows of black-browed, unshaven, and E>wering 
visages, I read one expression in them all-a fearAil one! 
Of what demoniac minds were those stem eyes the index ! 
A thirst for vengeance, rather than for freedom, animated 
their savage Italian hearts ; every bosom was a hell of 
pent-up passion — every man a chained fiend. 

The sweeps were moved by each gang rising simulta* 
neously i&om their bench, and then resuming me sitting 
position $ again rising, and again sitting, without ft 
moment's respite from toil ; and if any man failed to exert 
himself sufficiently, every slave at that particular sweep 
received the same number of blows as the delinquent. 
Such, Guevarra, informed me, was the unjust rule m hia 
majesty's galleys. One poor wretch dropped dead ; and, 
while a shower of blows was distributed to his four coooi- 
rades, to make them work harder, the iron-hearted boatp 
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swain, xmlocked with a master-key the padlock which held 
iiie chain, and the body was flung into the deep. Many a 
glance of envy followed it, as it disappeared beneath the 
bright green water, and once more groans of grief and 
^x>wls of smotiiered rage broke forSi ; but, though tlve 
iuayes toiled on till the galley seemed to fly through the 
water, the litUe scampayia still kept ahead of her. 

"Work! work! or beware the scurlada," cried the 
boatswain, who now flourished a gigantic whip, beneath 
the whisk of which every slave cowered instinctively. 
" Ahi, Fra Maso, different work this from mumbling Latin 
at Palermo," he cried, bestowing a burning lash on the 
back of one who had been a priest ; " work, work, slotiis, 
if you wish not your hides flayed ofl*. Olal you, there, 
with the nose like Ovid, and £sbce like the O of Giotto, 
dost think thou art selling paste buckles at Messina 
once more? Bend to the oar, Maestro I^aso, or feel 
that r 

A yell burst from tiie unhappy Israelite, as the terrible 
lash ploughed up his tender sJan, while the task-master 
continued : — *' Woric, work ! pull away larboard and star- 
board ; give way, my beauties, if you would have life left 
you to l^hold me sun set. Bravo, my merry little devH 
at the bow-oar ; you seem a very Cic^, and look as if 
bom with the sweep in your hana." 

A laugh, rising mto a yell, at the bow, attracted my 
attention, and, on ^oing forward, I perceived the hunch- 
back, Gaspare Trum, tugging away at the first oar, which 
he pulled in conjunction with three men, his strength 
being deemed eqxuil to that of two slaves. 

As I stepped along the gangway, scowling and im* 
ploring glances were cast upon me, by the swart and 
naked oarsmen. I could not resist saying in a low voice, 

" Poor men I truly I pity you !" 

These words were not thrown away. 

*' Madonna bless thee, Si^or Inglese," said he who had 
beai called EriiMaso; "luce thy countrymen, thou art 
merciful !" 

"Merciful! bah!" cried Tmffi; "have I not seen them 
scourge their brave soldiers like dogs— even as we are now 
scourged !" 

I watched the exertions of the powcrfUl hunchbadc 
with surprise ; he toiled away with what appeared mott 
decided good-will, without receivmg a single blow from 

u 2 
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the boatswain, although his conical hump and shaggy 
breast presented prominent marks for the taskmaster's 
scourge. His aspect was grotesque beyond description^ 
as he tugged away and stiuined until every muscle m his 
deformed body seemed about to snap ; his matted black 
hair overhung his fierce twinkling eyes, and a forest of the 
same materia fringed his capacious mouth, which every 
instant sent forth a yell or a shout of laughter. On my 
approach, he bent to the oar with redoubled ftiry, raving 
and howling, while he spat towards me, in token of hatred 
and undying enmity. With more astonishment than com- 
miseration, with more dis^^t than pi^, I regarded this 
curious httle desperado, whose hideous mrm contrasted so 
stronglv with the powerful and herculean frames of the 
other Slaves ; their oodles, naked to the waist, and having 
every muscle hardened to rigidity by excessive toil, pre- 
sented in almost every instance perfect models for the 
artist and sculptor. 

A half-stifled sob — a hurried exclamation — caused me to 
turn towards a fine-looking old slave, to whose antique 
contour of head and face additional dignity was lent by a 
venerable beard, which swept his breast. Never shall I 
forget the glance with which his keen, dark eyes regarded 
me ; his features had all that noble remilarity and proud 
contour which are often found in old Itdian portraits ; but 
there was a stem expression of care in them, and the hard 
contracted Hues of his face showed a lon^ acquaintance 
with grief, or an exquisite degree of mental agony. It was 
the Major Gismondo ! Alas ! how changed now was the 
brave old cavalry officer — ^the once gay cicisbeo of the 
fashionable viscontessa ! 

" Here ! you here P" I exclaimed. 

" Well may you wonder that I survive," said he, the 
blood sufiusing his temples when our eyes met ; but he 
was compelled to turn away, the whip of the boatswain at 
that moment descended on ms shoulders, and I returned to 
the poop. My heart bled for the unmerited misery and 
degradation of the poor old man ; but to converse with 
him was quite conlrary to etiquette and orders. On 
questioning Guevarra concerning nim — 

" I trust, signor," said he, " you will excuse me ; but it 
is impossible for a captain of his majesty's galleys to know 
the biography of every rogue who tugs at the benches.'* 
^e coloured, with, manifest confusion. 
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" A droll fellow, that hunchback, who pulls the bow- 



oar. 



" Ah !" replied Guevarra, " a perfect imp of Etna ; I am 
very much indebted to my good friend, the visconte San- 
tugo, for sending him off to me yesterday. He was caught 
lurking near the villa d'Alfieri by the soldiers who guard 
it. Per Baccho ! I was half frightened when I saw hmi on 
board — ha, ha! he has all the aspect of a stunted 
Cjrclop, and works so well, that he has a fair prospect of 
being promoted to the rank of task-master. He laughs, 
chuckles, and sings incessantly, but for what reason is 
beyond my comprehension, as there is nothing here but 
hard work, heavy blows, and scanty provender — ^unless we 
except the honour of serving in ma majesty's galley fifea- 
Horse, Diavolo !" he cried, rushing to the other side of 
the poop, " the Maltese schooner has passed us. Pull, 
rascis — give way ye lubberly Padri — give way fore and 
aft ! Shall the gallant Cavallo Marino, the flower of our 
galleys, and the peculiar care of our thrice-blessed Ma- 
donna, be beaten by a d d scampaviaP" He bowed and 

crossed himself with great devotion before a little gilt 
figure of the Virgin, wmch occupied a niche in the centre 
of a row of brightly-painted buckets, ranged along the top 
of the poop, fiut Madonna was sued in vain. Again the 
whistling ratans were flourished on all sides ; even Gas- 
pare Tniffi did not escape, and his elfish yell sounded 
shrill as the whistle of a steam-engine, when the blows 
descended on his naked hump. 

On — on shot the scampavia, and the lofty galley toiled 
after her in vain; the former carried a press of canvas 
sufficient to run her under the water, which flashed like 
blue ^e before her sharp prow, and she shipped sea after 
sea, as we rounded the Capo del Armi, and the snow- 
clad summit of Etna sank beneath the dim horizon 
astern; the water was getting rough, the breeze in- 
creasing, and it was evident that she must take in sail or 
be capsized. A half- smothered cheer arose from her 
crew, who crowded her side, as they saw us rapidly 
dropping astern. 

Boimoless was the wrath of Guevarra; he stamped 
about the deck, while his long sword became entangled 
at every stride with his little bandy legs: he curled his 
bushy ,whiskers, fumed and blasphemed lie a pa^aa« 
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Sttve the slaves, all on board, more or less, partook of his 
ehagrm ; while smiling at his rage, even I could not ayoid 
a feeling of annoyance, for one becomes jealous of being 
passed at sea, or beaten bj a rival mail, or getting the 
" go-by ** from a friend's team on a coontry road. 

** By the miraculouB blood of Grennaro ! I will teach 
these mongrel curs, these Arabian Maltese, to beware how 
they try speed with his majesiy's galley. Is ihe gun 
ready there forward P" 

"AH ready, Signor Capitano," replied the gunner, 
taking the tompion from the lofty foreoastle-pieoe, and 
lightmg his match. 

"Then give them a shot between wind and water. 
Madomm speed the ball — fire !" 

The helmsman brought the galley's head round, and the 
thirhr-two pounder was levelled and fired. The Sect-Morse 
shook with the concussion; the shot whistled over tl^ 
water ; a breach was made in the low bulwarks of the 
Maltese, and a shower of white splinters flew away to 
leeward. The schooner was immediately thrown in the 
wind ; down came her fore and main topsails, her jib and 
staysail, like lightning on her deck, whue the scarlet flag 
of Britaii^ was run up to her ffaff-peak. The galley shot 
ahead ; her great latteen sail, that tapered away and aloft, 
was braced sharp up, and once more we flew forward, 
while the Maltese dia not again begin to make sail, until 
she was a league or so astern. 

" Bravissimo, Sea-Sorse !" said Guevarra, clapping hk 
hands in glee. "Now we are leaving her, hand over 
hand." 

In the ardour of the race, he had not been paying 
due attention to his course ; and, in keeping to seaward en 
the scampavia, which was probably bound fi>r the Yenetiaa 
Gulf, the galley was farther from the land than she ought- 
to have been ; her head was turned northward, and, as We 
slowly approached the Apennine chain, the promontory of 
Hercules rose gradually on the view. 

We now made but httle progress ; the breeze had died 
away ; the heat of the day was intense, for the sirocco 
was abroad, and the air was glittering with sulphury par- 
ticles, blown, probably, from the peak of Etna. Wearied 
with their late exertions, the over-tasked slaves, es^osed 
^ the broUing sun- sat gazing listlessly, with their glaring 
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and bloodshot eyes, on the glassy sea ; and even the ra- 
tan of the drowsy and perspiring boatswain failed to rouse 
them from their apathy. The little way we made was 
solely owing to the large sqnare mainflail ; and, though 
the galley lay close to the scarcely perceptible current of 
ail', our progress was not a mile an hour ; yet, long before 
tiie settmff sun began to redden the blue Ionian Seu, 
Gkieyurra had the mortification to see the little Maltese 
pull with her sweeps round the promontory and disappear. 

Burinff the weary noon of that scorching day, while the 
wretched slaves sat naked at their oars, exposed to the 
fierce bright sun, Grueyarra and his officers were seated 
imder a cool awning on the poop, enjoying their siesta, 
after a luncheon of fight fruits and lighter wmes, while the 
boatswain, his mates, the gunner and his mates, chewed 
their maccaroni, and drank cold water, under a similair 
oontriyanoe, on the forecastle. Miserable was the plight 
of the poor unpitied slaves ; chained to the oaken bench, 
which formed i^eir seat when they toiled, and their bed 
when they slept, and on which they were alternately ex- 
posed by noon to the broiling heat of an Italian meridian, 
and by night to the chill blasts of the ocean ; half naked, 
continually suffering castigation, fed on the worst and 
coarsest food, and packed so closely, that dreadful diseases 
were continually breaking out among them. 

The day became closer ; not a breath stirred the lan- 
guid, breezeless air ; the sea-birds floated on the still 
bosom of the glassy deep, and the mainsail flapped heavily 
on the mast as the galley rolled on the slow-heaving 
ground swell. She was drifted shoreward by the cur- 
Tents : in the afternoon we were close to the land, and I 
began to fear that my journey to Crotona would be of 
longer duration than the general expected. 
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CHAPTEE TTXX VUL. 

THE BEVOLT OF THE GALLEY-SLAyBS. 

It was night — beautiftd night ! The cold, pale moon 
gleamed on the waste of waters, on the silent shore, oa 
me hills of Magna GrsBcia, and on the wide Ionian Seai 
Ten thousand luminous animalculae glittered in its briny 
depth, as if to rival the bright stars above, while the white 
commns on a distant promontory, — ^the last relics of a 
people, a power, and a creed that have passed away, — ^the 
wooded mountains, and the pebbled beach, and Albaniaxi 
Bova, the towers of Theodosia, La Bianca, and other 
towns, rose in succession on our view, all glittering in the 
radiance of that broad and lovely moon. 

A guitar broke the silence, accompanied bj a dear 

voice : it was youn? Yinoni, chanting a verse of Fig- 

notti's "Novella," beginning with "Donne leggiadre^ 

allorche," &c. 

" Woman enchanting I when I look on thy form. 
And behold the soft graces of lip, cheek, and hair ; 
And thy bosom of snow, nature's loveliest charm. 
Ah ! who would not kiss it, and love to die there ? 
Sweet to behold the unsullied snow ! 
The dark eye that rolls " 

" Come, come, caro tenente, stop your twangling, and 
make sail on the galley ! " cried Guevarra, starting up 
from the sleep he had enjoyed under the awning sinjoe 
dinner. " Corpo di Baccho ! here comes the breeze iait 
last," he contmued, snuffins it over the quarter ; " and the 
tunny-fish — ah ! the fine fdlows, see how they are paaaing 
us in shoals." 

Humming "Donne leggiadre," &c., the lieutenant 
relinquished his guitar, and looked intently over the 
quarter. 

" Ha ! Signor Guevajya, I knew that the clear fires of 
Stromboli betokened something — ^behold ! " As he spoke, 
a heavy and dense bank of clouds spread from the north^m 
horizon, and gradually veiled the whole sky ; the moon 
disappeared, or shot forth her lustre only at times on the 
whitening waves ; the se& became black, and the land 
loomed close and high. The mainsail filled as the breeze 
freshened, and the boatswain warned the slaves to prepare 
^xr Jiard work. 
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The darkness was now dense, and I felt, I knew not 
whj, considerable anxietr as to the issue of the night. 
The little captain generally about this time retired to his 
cabin, to enjoy, alone, his ^ar and a glass of lacrima, 
resigning the command to "^nnoni. The features of the 
yoimg beutenant were clouded with care, or by some 
gloomy presentiment ; he often walked to windward, to 
mtch the weather and look at the waves, which the 
xiuihing breeze edged with white. Suddenly he ordered 
the gr^ mainsail to be furled, and all made snug for the 
night. 

" Out sweeps : give way there forward ! " The shrill 
pq« of the boatswain echoed his command, and a commo- 
tion immediatelj took place among the slaves, who had 
hitherto been sitting, silent and motionless, in the dark. 
From the bosom of the startled deep, a fierce yell arose, 
linaffine my astonishment and the horror of Vinoni, on 
beh^^ng the galley-slaves, instead of resuming their 
monotonous labour at the oar, spnng up at once from 
their benches, and rush, some forward and some aft, 
shouting like devils or maniacs broken loose. 

A desperate but momentary conflict ensued : most of 
the seamen were tossed overboard, while the rest were 
driven below the forecastle. Yinoni, brave to rashness, 
4spran^ to the front of the poop, and, drawing from his 
belt pistols (which the galley-officers were nev^r without), 
he fired, and a slave feU bleeding on the deck ; then rush- 
ing to 1^ swivel-guns, he slued them round, to sweep the 
waisty-^but they were without matches, and useless. In- 
stinctively I drew my sabre, but old Gismondo threw his 
anus around me. 

" MftilTna.n !" he cxclaimcd, "would you tempt the un- 
fettered fury of two hundred and fifty ruffians, the fiercest 
in Italy, — ^men whom years of slavery, tyranny, and toil, 
have transformed into demons? Sheath your sword, 
signer — ^I alone can protect you." I returned mv sabre 
to its scabbard, but a groan burst from me on benolding 
what foUowed. 

** Corpo di Baccho ! what is all this P" cried the captain, 
rushing upon the poop ; " eh ! a mutiny — a revolt m his 

majesty's ** in a moment he was borne over, and dashed 

to tiie deck by the hunchback, who instantly brained poor 
Yinoni with one blow of a handspike. With one of his 
elfish laughs, he was rushing upon nie, whirling hift cSboi^ 
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aloft ; and, but for tlie stem intervention of Signor Gris- 
mondoj mj campaign and my days had ended together. 
By what agency he exercised authoriiy oyer these mwless 
spirits, I Imow not, but the most forward of them slnnk 
away, to continue the work of slaughter elsewhere : and 
frigntful were the outcries and din around us, as the task- 
mi^rs and mariners perished beneath the weaponless 
hands, and even the teeth, of those over whom they had 
so long tyrannized. In one minute, the galley was m the 
possession of the slaves ; and the unfortimate captain, his 
boatswain, and two or three Sicilians of his crew, were 
draped along the benches, bound with cords. 

" Follow me — ^this way, signor — ere worse come of your 
remaining on deck," said Ghsmondo, hurryii^ me into a 
cabin, and shutting the sliding-door. ** I wilfforget," he 
added, with an icy smile, " how coldly and cruelly you 
stood by while my — ^my daughter, was murdered by that 
high-bom ruffian, Bivona. May his race perish, or be 
foflowed by a curse to its latest generation !" 

'' Keenly at this moment do I feel the reproach, — ^yet 
what could I do P" 

" Had you not a sabre P" he asked, with fierce contempt. 
** Her death — ^it slaked not the thirsiy vengeance of our 

aoeursed chiefs — ^they sent me to these g«3leys " he 

^ew himself on a locker, and covered his face with his 
hands. 

How fuU of excitement and of agony was that time to 
mie ! Sad were the cries for pity, uttered to the pitiless— 
for mercy £rom those who had never received it, and knew 
it not — which mingled with the hideous uproar that 
reigned on the creaBng deck above us. I heard plunge 
after plunge, as the corded victims were flung overboard 
by the desperate revolters, who, to refine upon cruelty, 
tied them oack to back, and so hurled them into the 
seething waves, without the least chance of escape. 

At last, all was silent ; the plunges were heara no more, 
and the last cry of despair had died away on the wind : I 
heard the hea^ sweepfonce more dipping in the water, 
and knew, by the straining of the timbers and clatter 
of the thole-pins, that the Sea^Horse was under weigh 
again. 

'' I hope, major, your late companions do not mean to 
catrrme off a prisoner ! " 
^'Nb/' be replied, gloomily, "and your life is safe. 
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These unliappy men luiYe no cansc to be your enemies— 
you will be snortly sent ashore." 

" But how were you all enabled to break loose, as if by 
magicP" 

** The little hunchback, whom I Yerily believe to be 
Satan, possessed strength sufficient to wrench his fetters 
in two ; he then stole tne master-key from the belt of the 
boatswain, as he slept beside the windlass ; it was handed 
fdong^ the banks of oars — up the larboard and down the 
Starboard benches — each slave in succession unlocking 
luB manacles, until it came to me, when I opened the 
accursed padlock, and flung it, fetters, key, and all, into 
i^e ocean." . 

"And these ruffians " 

" Will form no mean recruit to Francatripa, Benincasa, 
or some of those other robber chiefs who divide the hills 
and forests of Calabria among them." 

At that moment, we heard the splash of a quarter-boat, . 
as it was hastily lowered down from the davits. 

** Signer," said Gismondo, rising, " the boat awaits you, 
and the sooner we separate the better. A den sucn as 
this, crowded with these poor wretches, whom servile 
labour and the lash have degraded to the condition of 
brutes, cannot be agreeable to one in the honourable 
station of a cavalier — a soldier — such as I once was in 
happier days. Adieu !" he pressed my hand, and led me 
to tne side of the galley, where the boat was held close to 
the ladder by Era Maso and three other slaves, who had 
diosen to land on that part of the coast. 

" You accompany me, of course, Signer Major?" said I. 

** Never! Broken in spirit — degraded as I am — ^this 
naked body — these scars : away, leave me to my misery ! 
leave me! These poor men, at least, will not shrink 
from — adieu ! Signer Dundas — adieu ! Frii Maso— shove 
«ff!" 

Before descending into the boat, I was compelled to 
deliver up my wateh and purse ; my sabretache was 
searched, out returned to me, when found to contain only 
mlHtarY letters and papers. . I should probably have 
been aeprived of my epaulettes, but, as they were my 
fighting pair, they had become so tarnished by smoke 
and weather, that the searchers allowed them to pass 
unnoticed. 

Graspare Truffi had now succeeded -^oox YL\^^fe Q{\MSH«t». 
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in command of " liis majes^'s galley," as tlie reward of 
kis strength and canning. He was seated in Madonna's 
niche, on the poop, kicking his heels, swinging his long 
arms like the saus of a mill, shrieking, swearing, and 
drinking from a flask of lacrima, by turns. About twenty ^ 
sweeps were manned, but the greater number of slaves 
were busy rummaging every lockfast place in search of 
plunder. 

The night was black and stormy ; not a star was visible, 
and the dark outline of the land rose up high and gloomily 
above us. We heard the boom o£ the wmte breakers, as 
they rolled on the rocky and silent shore, and their echoes 
mingled with the dash of the long sweeps, as the galley 
was pulled away, and disappeared in the obscurity 
around us. 

When again I met the Signor Gismondo, it was under 
very different circumstances : more fortunate than myself, 
he reached Crotona next day, and was protected by the 
duke di Bagnara, who gave him a command in his battalion 
of the Free Calabri. 

We were soon amidst the surf; and as the boat shipped 
sea after sea, we were quickly drenched to the skin. 
While I sat shivering in the stem-sheets, the four rescued 
slaves pulled on in silence, and with all their strength, 
hfting the light shallop out of the water at every stroke, 
in their eagerness to tread on earth once more. How 
joyously and strongly they seemed to stretch their now 
unfettered limbs ! Having the tiller-ropes, I steered l^e 
bolEit towards a piece of sandy beach, which we discerned 
through the gloom ; and, not without fear of crashing on 
some concealed rock, I saw its head shoot into a narrow 
creek, between two jutting crags, against which the eastern 
current of the Ionian Sea was running in mountains of 
angry foam. In consequence of the boat's headway, the 
fury with which she was pulled, and the strength of the 
current, she was run up high and dry on the beach, with 
a concussion that nearly tossed us all out on the sand. 
The rowers leaped up with a triumphant shout of " Buon 
viaggio, Signor Ingiese ! " and, sj^ringing away towards 
the hiUs, left me to my owii reflections. 

Behold me, then, in a most desolate condition : landed 
at midnight on the sea-shore, in a remote part of Calabria, 
— ^the lawless land of robbery and outrage, — then " the 
terra incognita of Europe," nunus my vaiise and purse, 
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and witkont a ^dc. The ro^es had stripped me of 
ererything, saye^ianca's dear little ring, the diamond of 
whioh my thick leathern glove had concealed from their 
jurying eyes. 



CHAPTER 



THE THBEE CANDLE-EKDS. 



Fob some time I sat by the sea-shore, reflecting on what 
course to pursue, until the increased howling of the wind^ 
the roar of ihe surf, and a drop or two of ram splashing on 
my face, announced that a rough morning was coming on. 
SRyt knowing whom I might encounter, I regretted the 
wantofmyiistols. Stu^hng Lmdward from the rocky 
beach,'! succeeded in discoyering a rude flight of steps, hewn 
in tiie balsaltic rocks which faced the sea ; but so obscure 
was all around, that, on gaining the summit, I knew not 
whether the dark chaotic masses before me were a bank of 
clouds, orthe terminationof the long chain of the Apennines. 

In a ohort time, I perceiyed a Bght twinkling through 
the gloom, and could discern ahttle bay or harbour, where 
three small craft lay at anchor, close under the lee of the 
high land. A narrow path brought me to a neat little 
cottage, oyer the low roof of which the yines clambered, 
mmgiing with the orangc-trees, which raised their rich 
foliage and golden fruit aboye the sea-beat promontory. 
The wind was increasing, the clouds began to whirl and 
break, the rain to descend, and a single star, red, bright,. 
and flery, sparkling on the dark and distant horizon, was 
lost at times, as thelbillows of the Ionian main tumbled and 
rolled between it and me. Gladly I knocked at the cot- 
tage door, and, after along delay, an aged domestic appeared 
at a loop or slit, through which the rays of her lamp shot 
forth, radiating into the gloom; she seemed imaole to 
understand, and unwilling to admit me. 

** Open the door," said a man's yoice, " should it be a 
robber, what haye we to fearP I neyer harmed the 
bru^ands, and they dare not to meddle with me." 

i expected, from this defying and confident tone, to bo- 
hold some yery ferocious personage when the door was 
opened, and was therefore agreeably surprised on being 
welcomed by areyerendold man, with silyerliairs, and a most 
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pstriarclial beard flowing from a pleasing and benevolent 
countenance. It was m^ old friend, the Basilian priest of 
Squillaci, and we immediately recognized each other. On 
my apolo^ing for disturbing him at an hour so unreason- 
able, ne replied, — 

" Say no more, signer ; I am the priest of this district, 
and my door is open to all ; from the great lord to the poor 
lazzarone, all are equally welcome here. But thrice wel- 
come the soldier ; for, though now but a poor padre, I have 
borne arms in my youth, and foueht in tne wars of Charles 
of Parma, and I lore the sight of a soldier, for the sake of 
the thoughts of other years/* 

In the snu^ room of the Basilian, with my feet on the 
flre-pan of charcoal, I partook of a slight supper, and 
related the seizure of the galley and the destruction of her 
officers and crew — a tale which filled the gentle old Greek 
with horror. I then recurred to the urgent nature of my 
despatches, and the dilemma in which 1 found myself, in 
consequence of being stripped of everything requisite to 
enable me to pursue my journey. 

" Keep yourself easy, signer," said my host ; " a litde 
crafb, bound northward, put into the har oour below, a few 
hours after sunset, to repair some damage sustained ataea, 
and I have no doubt her master will, at my request, be 
happy to land you at Crotona." 

t was well pleased to hear this. After a little more con- 
versation, the Basilian retired, and I slept till sunrise upon 
his sofa, with my cloak over me. 

The skipper of whom he had spoken came to breakfast 
with us, and I discovered he had charge of the scampavia 
which had suflfered from the SeaSorse's forecastle gun. 
Her starboard bulwark and part of her mainmast had been 
80 much injured, that he had run into the little cove for 
the double purpose of repairing the damage and waiting 
till the threatened squall Blew past. 

Maestro Maltei was, as his name imnorts, a thorough 
Maltese — quick-sighted, polite, and intelligent. His fea- 
tures displayed all the national peculiarities of his race ; 
the black, siiining Arabian eyes, thick lips, and swarthy 
visage. He was I stout man/upwards of ?hirty. and ehi 
in a yellow cotton shirt, embroidered on the breast and 
sleeves ; over it he wore an ample vest of red velvety 
adorned with innumerable little silver buttons ; a \<mg 
silk scarf encircled his waist, and retained his sheathed 
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lBoa£e, and on his liead he wore a long tn-coloured woollen 
«sp, which hung down his back below the waistband of his 
white cotton breeches. He had rinss in his ears, and a 
xoMiy round his neok. : altogether, Ji^u^estro Maltei, though 
he had much of the pirate m his aspect, was, in reality, as 
flonart a nautical dandy as one could see in these days 
Immging about the galley-arches at Malta. 

ASer break&st, he returned on board, ]^omising to 
send for me when ready to put to sea. Anxious to pro- 
ceed, I watched from the windows of the priest's house the 
operations of the carpenter busy at work, though the 
weadiuBr was lowering, and torrents of rain fell at intervals 
Aninff the day, which dragged on slowly. I soon became 
heartOy tired of the BasiSui, who bored me, for six con- 
aeeotiTe hours, with an essay he was writing on the lives of 
two eminent ancients — Quintius Ennius, a Calabrian, the 
friend of Sdpio and Lselius, author of eighteen books of 
metrical annials, and tragedies, epigrams, and satires in- 
numerable ; and Aurelius Cassiodorus, a Boman patrician 
and minister of Theodric, who founded a great monas- 
tery near Squillaci, where he wrote a history of the 
fiothfl. 

Politeness compelled me to endure complacently the 
learned pedantry of the reverend father, to whose hospi- 
tality I was so much indebted ; but I rejoiced when tne 
baie-le^ged mate of the Santelmo approadied with tiie in- 
formation that she was ready to put to sea. Immediately 
alter dinner, I went on board, with my ears ringing witn 
tiiie Greoiaii's sonorous voice, and the epigrams, satires, 
and witty sayings of the immortal Quintias, whom I 
had never heard of before, and have seldom heard oi 
tince. 

The weather, which had been alternately cloudy and 
tunny, now settled down into a dull grey evening ; the 
whole sky became canopied by dus£y vapour, which 
towards sunset was streaked with a pale, stormy yellow ; 
the saffron sun was seen for a few minutes, as it sank behind 
the hills of Oppido, and, as the light died away, the sea turned 
ffloomy and biack. llie wind olew in gusts, and the bil- 
lows rolled on the beach with a hollow sound : everything 
betokened a rough night ; but the Maltese were reader for 
aea, and the warps were cast off. I had some misgivings 
about sailing in such weather, but concealed my anxiety. 
The other wo craft, a xebecque and a sloop, remained at 
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anolior, and their crews showed no sign of preparing for 
sea. I spoke of this to Maestro Maltei, and asked if he 
thoi:^ht they expected rou^h weather. 

**!ProbabIy they do, signer," said he, removing his 
cigar, as he walked to and fro on the weather side of the 
qnarter-deck, while the fleet schooner flew onward, 
straining under her bellying canvas. *' The masters are 
timid Yenetians, and the sadors tremble for their share of 
the cargo." 

" Then stormy weather is expected P" 

"Doubtless we shall have a dirty night; but, having 
repaired all the damage done by that cursed shot, and, 
moreover, having received from my very good friend, 
the Basilian father, three sacred wax candies, which have 
burned before the shrine of Our Lady of Bova, after being 
duly blessed and sanctified by the bishop of Cosenza ** 

" And with these; " 

" We light our binnacle, and no danger can overwhelm 



us. 



" On the faith of these, you put to sea on a stormy night ! 
-—three old candle-ends " 

" Undoubtedly, signor/' said he, tuiiiing away abruptly, 
while I was equally annoyed by his lolly and igno- 
rance. 

The Santelmo, as she was named, was a smart little 
schooner, with a lofty, tapering mainmast ; she was broad 
in the beam, but sharp at the bows, where an image of 
her saintly patron spread his arms above the deep. Her 
well-scrubbed decks were flush and white, while the brass 
plates on her four carronades, her binnacle-lamps, and the 
copper on her sides, were all polished, and shone like bur- 
nished gold. She was gaudily painted, and straight as a 
lance from stem to stem. With all her snowy canvas set, 
we ran alon^ the coast, favoured by the land-breeze, and 
soon saw the lights of Gierazzo and the Locrian tem- 
ples of Palepoli vanish behind us in the dusk. Upon a 
wind, the Santelmo sailed admirably, and midnight saw us 
far beyond the Capo Stilo ; but the breeze had increased 
so much, that, notwithstanding his intense faith in the 
candle-ends, Maltei was obliged to take in sail. Still more 
tough grew the gale ; the night became darker ; the high 
outfine of the CSabrian hills could be discerned no more, 
and the breaking sea was covered with white foam. The 
miraculoua candleB had been lighted in the binnacle with 
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great, formality by the cabin-boy, on his bare knees, im- 
^fioiine, at the same time, in the names of St. Elmo and 
St. Jonn of Malta, a peaceful night for the master and 
crew. 

The blessed candles burned and sputtered merrily ; the 
bushy-whiskered and grim-visaged timoniere hitcned up 
his cotton breeches, twitched down the net which confined 
his long black hair, and grasped the helm in confident 
silence. But harder blew the wind ; it roared through 
the rigging, and the Santelmo was soon flying through me 
loUing sea, stripped of half her canvas. 

The mate slung himself from the spritsail-yard, and, 
when endeavouring to place a candle in the hsuid of the 
image on the cutwater, dropped overboard, and (poor 
fellow!) was seen no more. The sailors now became 
excited. 

" Clew up the fore-topsail — ^in with the fore-staysail ! 
Saints and devils! be quick, willyou!" yelled Maltei, 
through his speaking-trumpet. " Close reef the foresail, 
and tuce in everythmg else fore and aft. Per Baccho ! — 
Our blessed Lady ! — I)evil in hell ! Look sharp, will ye ! 
Quick, there, or I will shoot the last man on the deck. 
Away, aloft, while ye can get out on the yard !" But not 
a man would venture, and Maltei might as well have roared 
to the wind. 

** Corpo ! you blundering asses, let all go by the sheets, 
then. Aposues and angek ! Quick, cowards ! let fly, or 
the masts will go by the board." 

The order was obeyed ; the cordage rattled, the blocks 
shrieked, the canvas flew to leeward, split to ribands, 
which crackled and lashed the rigging as they flapped on 
the Airious wind; but we escaped a capsize, and the 
schooner skimmed along imder her close-reefed foresail, 
while Maltei took the tmer, and strove to keep her to her 
course^ swearing and praying by turns. 

The loss of the mate and the increasing tempest ren- 
dered all gloomy and discontented. Anon, there was a cry. 
I instinctively grasped the bulwarks. A tremendous sea 
was shipped ; it swept over the whole deck, washing three 
siulors, the long boat, all the spare booms and spars, over- 
board ; also the binnacle, with the compass and — ^horror of 
horrors !— the three miraculous candles, which were extin- 
guished in an instant. 

A howl of dismay burst from the Maltese, who from that 

X 
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tiiae seemed to abandon all hope and exerticm. For a mo- 
ment, tke Bokooner staggered and stood still ; had such 
another sea burst OTcr l^r, shemnst have fotmdered ; but, 
saved by her buoyancy, as the water ran off her deck, she 
agam plunged forward on her perilous path. A groan 
burst m)m Maltei on beholding me candles washed over- 
board ; he quitted the helm, and abandoned the schooner 
to her fate. 

"Signer Maltei — ^pEidrone di Vascello— madman and 
blockhead !" I exclaimed, rushing towards the tiller, which 
snapped its ropes and was dashed to pieces in an instant. 
The Smbtelmo fell away round, and yawing from side to 
side, fiew at a fbarful rate before the wind. There was a 
crash ! the foremast went by the board, bringing the main- 
topmast down with it ; the wreck fell to leewara, and was 
swept away astern, while the vessel lay a helpless log upon 
the sea, tossing about like a cork, and exposed contmually 
to the waves, which hurried on in successive mountains, as 
if to overwhelm the shattered ship, rolling with fiiry over 
ttie deck, and burying her far into the deep, dark trou^ of 
liie midnight sea. A torrent of water pouring down the 
companion-hatch filled the cabin ; others succeeded ; the 
vessel became water-logged, and the wood lumber in her 
hold alone prevented her from sinking. 

" Holy Saint Elmo ! blessed Madonna ! and O Thou, 
who waffced on tire waters — ^who said to the storm, * Be 
still,* and it was still — look upon us !" cried the survivors 
of the crew. 

" Master Maltei," said I, bitterly, '* you have thrown 
away your vessel, and the lives of all on board, by your 
despicable ignorance and want of seamanship. Your crew 
are cowards, and xmworthy to sail under a British flag !" 
He made no reply ; but, simk in gloomy apathy, remained 
lashed to the capstan, while I secured myself similarly to 
the windlass ; from stem to stem the bulwarks were 
totally gone, save a fragment which afforded me shelter at 
the bow. 

When the storm lulled a little, I prevailed on the sailors 
to rig a sail forward with some canvas, and two spare 
spars brought un from below -, and a jury foremast wag 
soon set up, witn a dexterity which showed what the nxen 
were capable of, if properly directed. Now, onoe more 
before tne fierce hurricane, the sharp schooner drove on, 
li^itb the speed of a galloping horse ; but whether running 
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in fvJl career against the rocks of Stilo, or away into the 
Ionian 8ea, we had not the least idea. The seven sur- 
vivors began to work at the pumps, and we all took heart 
anew as daylight slowly approacned, and ^e long night, 
with its excitement and horror, passed away. 

It came, the sunless morning — ^a grey iky, a black sea 
— a cold gloom everywhere. Afar off, we cbscemed land 
on the larboard-bow ; but there was not a sail in sight, 
save a slup which rode securely under the coast, with ner 
top- gallant-masts struck. I had no doubt it was the 
Anyphwti anchored off Cape della Colonna, the promontory 
so close to the place of my destination. 

We were di^nched to the skin, and had been so all 
night ; we were without food, yet continued to toil at the 
pumps, which soon, to our great dismay, brought up clear 
water. The sea having torn away stern-post and rudder, 
the pmnps were our only chance of safety; and the 
Maltese, encouraged by my example (more than that of 
their skipper), worked until they were sinking witii 
fatigue. On, on we flew before the sweeping wind, and 
soon lost sight of 

'* Fair Ladnia, gpraced with Juno's fane." 

Once more the mountains sank beneath the horizon, 
and soon nothing but sea and sky were around us, as we 
flew before the blast into the Gulf of Tarentum, where we 
were at the mercy of the wind and tide during the whole 
of that miserable day. GThe sailors became dejected ; three 
quitted the pumps and betook themselves to prayer, and 
me leaks gamed on us. Four men still continued to toil, 
exposed to every wave that washed over the defenceless 
deck, which was then abnost level with the ocean, and the 
planking was so slippery, that we were in continual danger 
of being carried away to leeward. 

" The sunless day went down ;" night began to darken 
sea and siy, and we contemplated its approach with 
gloomy forebodings and absolute horror. The Santelmo 
now made less way, in consequence of the thoroughly 
wetted state of her cargo, which buried hereto the chain- 
plates in the water, where she lurclied and pitched heavily, 
when it was dark, the gale increased ; not a star was 
visible, and the dense gloom thickened in every direction 
around us. 

By breaking through a bulk-head, thft c-Kt^^-vi^^t^ ^^"vv- 

x2 
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trived to get up a keg of brandy from the forehold, and 
with a reckless shout the sailors crowded around him. 
They drank copiously, and the liquor rendered them mad ; 
they yelled and screamed, shaking their clenched hands 
at the storm in defiance, revOing the BasiHan and his 
candles, and cursing St. Elmo, whose head the carpenter 
clove with his hatchet. 

In the midst of this ghastly merriment, while they were 
dancing furiously, hand in hand, over the slippery deck, a 
tremendous sea took us right amidship. I saw it coming 
on, dark, heaving, and terrible— a roaring mountain of 
liquid blackness — and embraced the wuidmss with all the 
strength with which despair and love of life endued me. 
In irresistible fury, the stupendous wave rolled its mighty 
volume over the wreck ; when it passed away, I was (done. 
It had swept, into the boiling sea, every one of them. A 
cry came feebly on the bellowing wind, and all was over. 
I heard only the hiss of the dashing spray, and the plung- 
ing of the wreck, as alternately it rose on the crest of a 
wave, and thimdered down into the yawning ocean. I had 
bound myself securely to the windlass with my sash, and 
my principal fear was, that the water-logged hull mi^ht 
sink, for in such a sea, and when so far from land, swim- 
ming would be unavailing. 

O, the multiplied horrors of that dismal night ! How 
gladly, amid that intense ocean, Solitude, I would have 
nailed the sound of a human voice — a glimpse of the dis- 
tant shore — a gleam from a lonely star. Strange visions 
of home and happiness-of sunny fields and greeA, moving 
woods — ^floated before me. Then came other scenes and 
sounds ; the boom of cannon and the roll of the drums. 
Now I was leading on my stormers at ScyUa ; anon, I was 
with Bianca — I heard her soft, low voice, her sweet Italian 
tone, and her gentle hand clasped mine — * * # 
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CHAPTEE XL. 

WHO IS HE? 

Fjxom a state of dreamy apathy — a delirium between 
sleeping and waking; the very. fever of desperation — ^the 
increased roar of ocean aroused me. Through the sullen 
gloom I discerned, ahead, a mighty barrier of rocks, 
against which the sea was running with incredible fury, 
casting the foam of its breakers to the clouds, and hurry- 
ing the wreck onwards to total destruction. I heatd my 
heart beat ; the critical moment was come, for safety or 
destruction. I drew off my boots, buttoned up the de- 
spatches in the breast of my coat, and casting another 
glance at that frowning, same, and appalling barrier of 
rock, felt my heart sini: within me ; yet that heart had 
never quailed in the breach, or on the battle-field. 

An exclamation of sincere piety escaped my lips, and 
suppliantly my hands were rabed to heaven. Next moment 
there waa a frightful crash! the parting wreck sank 
beneath me, the deck spht under my feet, and I was 
struggling breathlessly in the dark water, amid the dash- 
ing breakers, which were covered with froth and foam, 
and fragments of spare masts, yards, ribs, cargo, planks, 
«fec. ; from these I received more than one severe blow ; 
while blinded with spray, sick at heart, and trembling in 
every nerve, I swam towards this black and terrible shore. 
Thrice my hand touched the shppery rocks, and thrice the 
greedy waves sucked me back into their whirling vortex ; 
but one flung me headlong forward on a ledge, and I 
grasped, convulsively, the strong, tough sea-weed which 
grew on its beetling face. 

Fervently thankmg heaven for my escape, I clambered 
up the slippery cUffs, beyond the reach of the breakers, 
whose bitter and heavy spray beat over me incessantly. 
After stopping for a few minutes to recover breath, and 
recall my scattered energies, I ascended to the summit ; 
the level country spread before me, and a few Lights 
sparkling at a distance, announced a neighbouring town. 
A distant bell tolled the eleventili hour as I walked for- 
ward along a road bordered by trees ; but my knees bent 
tremulousty at every step, for I felt still tne roll of the 
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ship and the dull boom of the ocean, and the hiss of its 
salt frothy breakers yet rang in my ears. 

As if its object had been accomplished in the destruc- 
tion of the little schooner, the storm, which had raged so 
long, now began to die away; the trees became less 
agitated ; the veil of dark clouds, which had obscured the 
mce of heaven, withdrew, and the silver stars were seen 
sparkling in tiie blue dome above. 

Thou^ rejoicing in my safety, and pitying the poor 
fellows who mid perished, 1 moved on in dread and doubt, 
shivering with cold and misery. My xmiform was drenched 
with salt- water, and stuck close to me, and my head and 
feet were without covering. I longed to learn whether 
£site had thrown me on the Calabiian shore, or on that of 
Ol3*anto ; if on the latter, I felt certain of becoming a 
prisoner to the French, whose conunanders often displayed, 
at that time, more of the savage spirit of the Eevolutionists, 
than of that chivalry which distinguished the brave sol- 
diers of the empire. When I thought on the many years 
of captivity which might elapse ere 1 again beheld Bianca 
or my home, I almost re^tted that the ocean had not 
swallowed me up, immediate death appearing preferable 
to the sickening future I anticipated ; hope deferred for 
years, promotion stopped, and prospects blighted, perhaps, 
lor ever. 

As I walked slowly forward, my feet were soon cut by 
the hard flinty road, which I pursued towards the town. 
But the appearance of a handsome little villa, in the centre 
of a lawn, standing by the wayside, changed my inten- 
tions ; I did not hesitate to approach tiie house, deeming 
it safer to acquaint an Italian gentleman with my con- 
dition, than to proceed, with the chance of being captured 
by the quarter-guard of a Fren<^ camp or canton- 
ment. 

Passing through an ornamental wicket, I approached 
the villa, which was surrounded by a paved terrace, en- 
closed by a stone balustrade ; every window was dark, 
save one on the ground-floor, which appeared made to 
open like a folding door. In £ront of this, a flight of 
marble steps descended from the terrace, between two 
pedestals, on each of which reposed a sculptured lion. I 
stood before the window, between the crimson curtains of 
which the interior was revealed, and its decorations and 
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fumitiire were more i^lendid than ihe general aspect of 
the villa led me to expect. 

An aged man, of a venerable, b^iign, and truly noble 
aspect, sat near an ebony table, on whidi be leant, in- 
tently reading by tbe ligbt proceeding from t^ globe of a 
silver lamp, fie wore a oai^tta of crimson velvet, adorned 
in front with a gold cross, and a cape and sto^ngs of 
scarlet, peeped out from under an ample dressing-gown of 
faded brocade, which enveloped his person. A lew thin 
Bilver3r hairs escaped from beneath his ci^, and they Ot- 
tered in the lamp-light ; his forehead was high and eom- 
manding, ihe curve of his lip was majestic, and ihert was 
an indescribable dignity in his whole aspect. His eheek and 
brow were pale; yet, at times, his eyes sparided as 
brightly as those of an Italian giri, as he conned over an 
old and discoloured piece of parchment, to which varioiis 
seals and coloured ribands were attached. 

I know not what it was that agitated me at that moment, 
but there was something in the presence of that veneraMe 
stranger, which, as it were, drew me insensibly towards 
him ; and all dread of acquainting him with my situation, 
and intrusting him with my libe^ and safety, vanished. 
Once more, ere essaying, I looked steadily at him. H)e 
was replacing the charter in an iron safe, and had drawn 
forth another, to which a seal, like a pancake, was ap- 
pended. The light flashed more fully on nis features than 
it had done before ; and, strange to say, they appeared to 
me like those of an old friend, or of one wnom I had a 
dim recollection of having seen before : but where, I en- 
deavoured in vain to recollect. 

" O, my illustrious brother!" he exclaimed, "though 
thy gallant heart is mouldering at Frescati, thy memory 
will be cherished while chivalrv and valour are respected 
among men ! " He paused, and lay back in an arm-chair, 
when I could perceive that tears were running down his 
cheeks; but tne deep emotion passed away, and he 
again resumed his reading. I then tapped gently on the 
casement, and lifting tne latch, entered the apart- 
ment. 

"Pardon this intrusion— be not alarmed, reverend 
signer.'* 

He started ; the paper fell from his hand ; he closed 
the safe with precipitation, and grasping the gilded knobs 
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of his arm-chair, stared at me in astonishment. Certainly, 
my appearance was not very prepossessing; mv old 
fighting-coat, which had lon^ since acquired a purple hue 
by campaigning and the blood of wounds, had become of 
a most imique colour, by being drenched in salt-water. I 
was unshaven, grisly, and gaunt of visage ; minus boots 
and hat, and my aamp hair hung around my face in 
matted locks. 

" A British officer in my presence, and at this time of 
night!" he exclaimed. "Whence come you, sirP'* he 
acQed, siurveyinc me with a proud, stem glance, which 
gradually melted into one more pleasant and benign. 
" Your name and purpose, signor P" 

" Claude Dundas, a captain of the 62nd regiment, and 
aide-de-camp to Greneral Sir John Stuart, now serving in 
the Calabrias." 

" Stuart — Stuart .'" he muttered, " the times are 
indeed changed when — you say your name is Dimdas ? 
Which family are you of?" 

Though surprised at this question from an Italian lord, 
I satisfied him ; he smiled, and said, "/know them." 

" niustrissimo, I have undergone great misery during 
the past storm in the Gulf of Tarento, and in this con- 
dition have been wrecked ; I know not upon what part 
of the Italian shores I have been thrown, out trust to be 
received with that hospitality which I, as an officer of 
Italy's ally, have a right to expect." 

" Welcome, signor ; but excuse my rising. I never 
rise, but to equals. No Briton in custress ever sought 
succour from me in vain ; yet little — Httle, truly, do these 
heretical islanders deserve favour at my hands ! Ola, 
Catanio!" 

He rang a silver hand-bell, and an attendant, or old 
priest, made his appearance, who exhibited the same 
aspect of dismay that his master had done on beholding 
me. 

*' With us, signor," said my host, " you are safe, 
although Massena's soldiers swarm everywhere around us. 
Here you can remain in disguise until we discover some 
means of sending you to Calabria." 

*' You speak my very wishes — I am deeply indebted 
to you! Upon what part of the coast have I been 
thrownP" 
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" Near Cazme, in Basilicata, a few miles from the 
frontier of Upper Calabria." 

" I am, then, in rear of the French lines at Cassano !" 
said I, aghast at the intelligence. He bowed. 

" Follow Catanio ; change your attire, and partake of 
jsome refreshment — go ! afterwards I will speak with yon." 
He had sM the air and tone of a man who through life 
had been accustomed to wield authority. 

** BasiHcata ! " I repeated inwardly, as we retired ; it 
seemed almost incredible that the water-logged wreck, 
under a jury-foresail, even when aided by wind and tide, 
could have run so far up the gulf since daybreak. Her 
sailing must have averaged five knots an hour, since 
we lost sight of the Capo della Colonna. Catanio, who by 
his taciturnity and outward trim appeared to be a monk, 
led me into an ante-room, where he Aimished me with dry 
apparel. I asked him numerous questions concerning 
my host, but he seemed very imwilling to gratify my 
curiosity. 

" Signer Catanio," said I, while slipping on a pair of 
black cotton breeches, ** I presume he is a man of rank.*' 

" In Italy, none is nobler ; the vicegerent of Grod ex- 
cepted," he replied, energetically. 

"You are an Abbruzzese, by your accent, I think P" 
The old fellow smiled sourly, and took a great pinch of 
snuff. 

*< I am an honest man," said he, handing his snuff-box 
to me, and bundling my wet uniform, somewhat con- 
temptuously, into a diest, which he locked. 

" And my host," I continued, thrusting on a black serge 
jacket, "he must be a churchman, as he is served by 
priests ; how am I to address him ?" 

" Italians style him, * his eminence ; * but we, his faithful 
domestics and followers, " 

" Eminence I — ^is he Cardinal Euffo ? " 

" Kuffo, the apostate!" repeated the otiier, with such 
intense scorn, that I was imdeceived. 

" He is a cardinal, at all events ; and I (unhappy pagan!) 
have been styling hini plain signer. Excuse my laus^g ; 
but, faith ! one feels so comfortable in these dry clothes, 
after the misery of— but what is this P I am not going to 
a masquerade ! " 

" It is our master's pleasure that you attire yourself 
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thnfi," said Catanio, linn«^ing me a cassock and three- 
flapped hat like his own ; " it is your only safe dis- 
guise." 

'^ It is just like a snug dressing-gown, after all/' said I» 
donning the garment. • 

" You are a perfect monk, signor ! " said the old man, 
smiling kindly; ''but do not keep your head so erect; 
that is an old habit. Ah ! there was a time—but here are 
your beads — tie the girdle thus. Bravo ! you .are a very 
monk." 

*^ Snuff, grease, garlic, &c., excepted," I thought. 

'* I am happy to assist in saving a countryman from 
those false Eronchm^i." 

" A countryman — ^what ! are you a Scotchman ?" 

** Bom and bred, sir," said he, laying aside his 
Italian, and, with an effort, recalling the strong northern 
dialect of his boyhood. " I was called Duncan Cata- 
ilach; and, in happier days, dwelt near Lochaber, in 
old Caledonia ; wmch I would fain behold once more, 
before I die." 

The eyes of the old man glistened, and we shook hands 
with all the brotherly warmth of heart with which Scot 
greets Scot in a foreign land. 

" I rejoice to meet in this place a subject of old 
George in." 

" I am no subject of his ! the petty princes — " 

" Ha ! some follower of Watt, who was beheaded for 
treason — ehP" 

** No ! " he replied, proudly and sternly ; ** I follow no 
traitor — nor do I participate in treason!" At that 
moment, his master's bell rang loudly, and he hurriedly 
withdrew. 



THE biJLDINAL. 811 



CHAPTER XLI. 



THE CAEDINJLL. 



In a few miniites, he led me back to i^ presence of my 
host. A slight repast had been hastily laid for me in a 
snug little luyrary, the walls of whidi were adorned with a 
few trophies of arms and portraits, some of them ireiled 
by crimson curtains ; but 1 was too much interested in 
the cold fowls, the sparkling wine, and other viaiMls dis- 
played on the snowy tEible-cloth, to bestow a thought upon 
anything else. On entering, I bowed profoimmy to his 
eminence, who occupied a large gilt chair, cushioned with 
crimson velyet. Catanio seated himself at the table, to 
help me. 

'' Make yourself quite at home, signor," said my host, 
" and sup without ceremonj ; being mshed to a wreck for 
ten hours is enough to give any man an appetite; but 
excuse my not bearing you company. I have alreadjr 
supped, the hour is late, and 1 do not usually admit 
strangers to my table. Catanio, be attentive to our 
friend." 

Catanach— or Cataziio-^filled my glass with glowing 
sherry ; and long ere the speech of my host was finished, 
I had dissected Sie major part of an excellent fowl. My 
eye fell upon my figure reflected in a mirror opposite, and 
I could scarcefy restrain my mirth: I was a perfect 
canon, save that a head of curly brown hair supphed the 
place of a sfaaven scalp. 

" Truly, signor, you make an excellent &iar," said the 
cardinal, who seemed to know what was passing in my 
mind ; " and I doubt not, that were you to resign the 
sword and belt for the cross and cord, you might nse in 
our Catholic Church, as many of your countiymen from 
Douay have done. You must be aware," he continued, 
after a pause, ** that while here, in rear of Massena and 
Siguier's lines, you run considerable risk of discovery, 
wim the danger of suspicion as a spy. But the ruthless 
marshal never disturbs my household ; and while with it 
you are safe. He regards me with respect : although his 
master's iron hand robbed me of the uttle that war, re- 
bellion, and crime had left me ; the poor remnant of the 
fairest patrimony in Europe." 
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" I am indebted to your eminence ; it would be a death- 
blow to my hopes to be taken prisoner just now, and 
would quite play the devil with me ! " 

" A British mgate often comes up the gulf as far as 
Canne." 

" Ah ! the Amphion" 

** I will send you off to her by a boat : to pass the 
[French piquets at Cassano, is too dangerous a mode of 
escape. I wish to befiriend you, signor, and would deplore 
— ah ! I love the scarlet coat ; for I, too, have worn it in 
my youth." 

"A cardinal in a red coat! In our service, my 
lord ?" 

" No," he replied, coldly, while his ©yes sparkled and 
his cheek flushed. " No ; but when I conmianded fifteen 
thousand French infantiy at Dunkirk, in the service of 
my father, whose portrait is behind you." 

From the incomprehensible speaker, I turned to the 
portrait, which was that of a dark and oval-featured cava- 
lier, in a long wig, which flowed over his steel breast- 
plate and scarlet coat ; his eyes possessed the same 
keen and proud expression which I beheld in those of the 
Italian. 

" I presume, my lord, you have seen service P" 

"None worth mentioning," he replied; and, after 
pausing a while, till Catanio had retired and the table was 
cleared, he tilius continued : — " And you are a Scotsman ? 
How I love to meet with one ! Ah ! capitano, the Scots 
were a loyal people once ; but how changed since their 
rampant fcesDjrterian priesthood hav^ momdedthe nation 
to their purpose — the designing heretics ! Oh, cunning 
clodpoles ! Tmay live to mar you yet." 

"You, eminenzaP" 

" I," he replied, his eyes sparkling again. 

" You have been in Scotland, I presume P" I asked, 
with an air of pique. 

" Never ; but the name of that country flnds an echo in 
my heart. Though bom a Boman, the ideas of your 
people, their Lowhuid nobles, and the chiefs of the loyal 
ana illustrious clans, are all well known to me. Dear to 
me, indeed, is every inch of the isle of Great Britain, — 
Ihiough, truly, I owe little to the land which set a price on 
the heads of my nearest and dearest relatives." 

" Whom have I the honour of addressing P" 
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" Yowr Tcing i " lie replied, with a deep voice, which 
caused me to start, as he rose erect from his chair, and his 
tall and venerable fi^n^e seemed to dilate, and his faded 
cheek to glow. "Your king, sir," he added, in pure 
English ; " one, at least, who should have been so, but the 
hands of time and fate are now laid heavily upon him. I 
am Henrj the Second of Scotland and the Kinth of the 
sister kingdom — the cardinal duke of York, — ^now, alas ! 
known as the last of the house of Stuart. Fate — ^fate — 
yes, hardly hast thou dealt with me ! Expelled from 
Bome by ^Napoleon, robbed of my estates, and driven to 
penury in my old age, I dwell here in forgotten obscurity,, 
subsisting on that poor pittance which is yearly doled out 
by the government of Britain. Yet let me not be un- 
grateful to George their king, — even that he might have 
withheld from me. A time may come — Grod ham given, 
and God can take away. You know me now, sir — ^let 
your wonder cease." 

As if exhausted by this outburst of his troubled spirit, 
the venerable cardinal sank back in his chair, while I 
arose from mine in a very unpleasant state of astonishment, 
)leasure, and doubt: astonishment at the discovery, a 
\ oyous pleasure at beholding the aged and illustrious pre- 
ate (even then the secret idol of many a heart which clung 
to memories of the past), and doubt how to address him, 
having heard that he exacted the title of "Majesty," 
which it was as much as my commission was worth to 

S'eld him. But a spell was upon me. I had looked on 
ngs at the head of armies, surrounded by their staff and 
coturtiers, and, though banners were lowered, and cannon 
thundered in salute, to me they were just as other men ; 
but in the air and aspect of the aged Henry Stuart, even 
in that humble apartment, and surrounded by no external 
grandeur, save that with which the mind invested him — 
with no insignia of royalty, save those with which inborn 
grace and majesty arrayed him, there was a nameless 
charm, a potent and mysterious influence, which quite be- 
wildered me ; and all the romance, the misfortune, the 
ten thousand stirrmg memories of the past,-so stirrmg, 
at Least, to every thorough Scotsman, — crushed upon my 
mind like a torrent. It was a sensation of happmess, a 
gush of chivalric sentiment and honest veneration, which 
accompanied them. I bowed, with proper humility, 
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before the old cardinal-duke, whose proud, dark eyes 
sparkled again as he extended his hands abore my head, 
and, forgetting his imaginary majesly in the ehurclmian, 
bestowed on me a solemn Latin benediction. 

" Wear this in memory of me." He threw around my 
neck a riband, to which a ^Id medal was attached ; and, 
when the tumult of my msirits passed away, and I raised 
my head, he was gone. Oatanio stood beside me. 

" Has he not the air of a king P** he asked, while a 
bitter smile curled his thin lips, and ht up his sharp, grey 
eye. " You are afraid to answer. You are wearied, per- 
hlaps. His majesty has retired for the night : allow me to 
lead you to your apartment." 

In the solitude of my chamber, I endeayoured to un- 
ravel the chaos of thought that whirled through my brain. 
The driving wreck, the drowning crew, and the terrors of 
the midnight storm — ^the white salt foam, the roaring sea, 
the cliffs up which I clambered — the villa, the cardinal- 
duke blessing me— all passed before me in rapid review. 
I drew forth the riband and medal, to examine them : the 
latter was of massive gold ; it was one of those struck by 
order of the cardinal, on the death of his brother. Prince 
Charles, and distributed among his friends (who even then, 
as his papers afterwards revealed, were both powerful and 
numerous), in commemoration of his imaginary succession. 
It bore his head in bold relief, with the motto, " Henrieus 
Nonus, Angli» Bex." On the reverse was a cross, sup- 
ported by Britannia and the Virgin ; behind, rose a bridge 
and cathedral, with the crown of Britain. Qeoree ifl. 
became possessed of two of those singular medals, tut, 
perhaps, I was the first of his officers who received one 
from the hand of York : I have preserved the gift, with 
proper reverence, in memory of an interview which I shall 
never forget. 

Next morning, I was awakened by the familiar but un- 
welcome sound of drums beating, ifressing in my strange 
garb, and descending to the lawn, which lay around the 
mansion, I walked forth to enjoy a ramble in solitude. I 
looked on my shovel-hat, the serge sleeves and knotted 
girdle of my strange attire. Three days ago, I was aide- 
de-camp to the count of Maida, galloping along the line 
on a garrison parade ; to-day, a monk, and a lollower of 
Henry Stuart, the cardinal-duke of York ! 
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The beautj of the scenery and freshness of the moming 
drew my steps towards Canne, which I beheld on the sea- 
shore, aoont two miles distant, — ^its white walls, church 
spire, and casements, gleaming in the rising son. The 
sound of distant bells remind^ me that it was Sunday. 
The morning was cloudless, the sky blue, the earth green, 
and glistenmg with dew; the wide Gulf of Tarento 
sparlded witii lisht as it vanished into dimness and misty 
oDscurity, — ^the norizontal line, where sea met sky, being 
only marked by some sail glittering, like a snow-wreath 
or white doud, in the distance. The road was narrow, and, 
being bordered by thick copeewood, was cool and shady. 
I wandered on, until a turn unexpectedly brought me 
upon the parade of a regiment of Erench in&ntry, which 
had just been inspected by Massena, and was being formed 
into sections, preparatory to marching. My heart beat 
c[uiok : discovery was death, and I shrank from the lynx- 
bke gaze of the ferocious Massena, who, after a few words 
with the colonel, galloped off, accompanied by his aide. 
I began to breathe a little more freely. I recognized the 
12th grenadiers, in their blue greatcoats and bear-skin 
caps, and at their head my old friend De Bourmont, as 
paunchy and merry as ever. An exchange of prisoners 
had taken place, and all that we had captured were once 
more in arms against us. The band struck up, the arms 
flashed, as they were sloped in the sun, and the battalion 
moved off, en route for the frontiers of Calabria, where 
Massena was concentrating his forces at the very time our 
troops were about to abandon the country. How bravely 
the Bkkasrp trumpet and the hoarse drams rang in the 
wooded way, as they marched through the green defiles ! 
Whilst I listened, regardless of time and place, cassock 
and cope, some peasant-women approached, that I might 
bestow a benison on their ehilc&en ; they, however, re- 
ceived onh" very vague and curious answers, as I pushed 
past, and nurried back towards the good cardinal's villa, 
from which I had been too long absent. 

Afifcer I had breakfasted hastily in my own apartment, 
Oatanio informed me that, as his majesty was to celebrate 
high mass at Canne, as a piece of etiquette, it would be 
necessarv for me to attend. 

" Faith ! I have entertained the natives enough for one 
day," said I. Catanio frowned ; and, being obliged to 
consent, a mule was brought me, and "L t»\. ^i^ ^^r^*^s«> 
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iLOusehold of the cardinal. A lumbering, old-fashioned 
coach bore his eminence from the villa, at a most solemn 
pace, — its little Eoman horses appearing dwarfed to the 
size of ponies beside the ancient vehicle, on whose carved 
and gilded panels shone the crown and arms of Britain. 
The old man considered himself in everything a king, — 
and, doubtless, an excellent one he would have made, if 
we judge by the goodness of his heart, and the 'fidelity of 
his few and disinterested adherents. 

That magic influence by which his family always gained 
the unbounded loyalty and most romantic attachment of 
their followers, he certainly possessed in no small degree : 
there was a nobility of soul, a quiet stateliness of de- 
meanour, and a pious resignation to his obscure fate, which 
made his imaginary crown shine with greater lustre ; and 
he passed through life more peacefuQy and happily, in 
consequence of talcing no active part in the great question 
of here(Htary right, which had embittered the days of his 
father and brother. His years, his rank, his reputed 
sanctity, and general amiabihty of character, procured him 
the admiration and devotion of the Italians, who were 
exasperated by the invasion of Eome, and the expulsion of 
so many ecclesiastics of rank. The crowd surrounding the 
porch of the chiurch, uncovered, with reverence, as he 
descended from the coach, and followed by his household, 
— three old Scottish priests, an Irish valet, and myself, — 
ascended the steps of the church. On these, crowded a 
number of wretched mendicants, — ^a hideous mass of fes- 
tering sores, ragged garments, black visages, and squalid 
misery ; they fefl upon their knees, and, when Catania 
scattered some silver among them, there arose cries of — 
" Viva eminenza ! O, the gracious lord ! the beneficent 
father ! Viva Enrico Stuardo ! Viva la famiglia Stuardi !'* 

High mass, in its most impressive form, was celebrated 
by the cardinal. The congregation consisted of the people 
of Canne, a few ladies, fewer cavaliers, and a sprinklmg 
of the French garrison. Though the church was not 
large, its ancient aisles and carved roof presented a noble 
specimen of the old Italian Gothic, exhibiting those 
striking extremes of light and shadow for which tlwit style 
is remarkable. The strong blaze of the noon-day sun 
poured between the manymullions of its stained windows, 
slanting on the picturesque crowd, who stood or knelt 
around the columns — on the cavalier in his ample cloak. 
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the signora in her Teil and mantle, the peasant in Ida 
roueh jacket, and the graceftd country girl, with her 
sparahng ^es and olive (Sieek, shaded by a modest muslin 
panno. oix tall candles glimmered beK>re the dark altar- 
piece; while the altar itself, being covered with the 
richest carving and ^ding, shone like a blaze of glory 
aronnd the aged cardmal, who stood on the highest step. 

The reUcs of several saints and martyrs, of great re- 
puted sanctiW, stood upon it ; and an old ragged mantle, 
which hung m>m one of the columns, was said to be the 
cloak of Madonna, and to have cured divers disorders, by 
being wrapped round the sufferers. 

I^ informant was a priest : while speaking, he glanced 
at Bianca's diamond ring, which sparkled on my finger, 
and the scrutinizing eye with which he regarded me, 
brought the blood to my temples. I was also exposed to 
the watchful glances of a French officer, in whom, to my 
horror, I recognized Greneral Compere, whom I had met 
at Maida : some recollections of my face appeared to flash 
across his mind, and he stared at me with cool determina- 
tion. Uneasy at the chance, the danger, and disgrace of 
discovery, I withdrew, by a side-door, mto a little oratory, 
which adjoined the body of the church. 

" Severend father," said a man, advancing with a bunch 
of keys, " are you the Fra Sermonello, whom his eminence 
has deputed to visit the chapel of the penitents P" 

" To be sure, fool ! for what should I be here elseP" I 
answered, gruffly, forgetting my assumed character in the 
annoyance I felt; but immediately adding, "of course, 
jny son, I am come to visit these mifartuniite devils- 
heretics, I mean." 

" This way, then, Slgnor Canonico," said he, with an 
air which showed he had no great veneration for my 
sanctiiy. 
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CHAPTBE XLn. 

THE riEST PENITB17T — THE KtTN. 

'' A CUBSSD scrape !" thought I, whilst following him 
throngli a little sioe-door of iron, whieh creaked on. its 
rusty hinges, as it roHed slowly back, reyeaUng a long 
passage, dark and mysterious as any in the pages of 
*' Anne KadcMe," and interrapted Dy flights of stens, 
where we required a lamp to aid us in descending. The 
black walls were covered with, glistening slime, and re- 
fleeted the flashes of the lamp, which, flick^^ and almost 
oqpired, as it struggled with the noxious Tapoius floating 
througk these dismu vaults, and I became chilled wim 
cold as we descended. An iron grate or porteiallis, which 
barred our way, was raised up in a sliding groove by my 
guide, who requested me to pass, and, saymg he would 
await me there, gave me his lamp. 

Many tales of the holy office, and of the bigoted ferocity 
of Italian monks, flashed on my remembrance. Perhaps 
I was in a snare ! DoubtM whether to proceed, or knock 
the fellow down and re^un the church, even at the risk of 
being discovered by Greneral Compere, I stood for a 
moment irresolute ; but I had no secret enemy there, and 
the cardinal was a powerftd friend. 

** Father," said my guide, " you are a stranger here P" 

" I am in these vaults for the flrst time." 

" They contain three penitents ; first, a nun, who broke 
her vows, and lies sneezing and coughing in the cell just 
before you. Poor girl ! she has been here three weeks, 
and likes her quarters no better than the first hour sbe 
saw tiiem ; maladetto ! you may hear how she moans. 
Opposite, Hes the cell of a mad cavalier, who is chained 
like a tiger — ^my lord bishop intends confining him here for 
life ; ana next his cell is that of a monk, sent hither for 
living too joyous a life — gaTning and drinking with gay 
damsels, wnen he should nave been snug in liis dormi- 
tory." 

" I have a project," said I ; " leave me the keys. On 
my return, I will deposit them in the niche at the chapel 
door." 

" That was old Fra Grasso*s way," replied the keeper 
or warder, and, doffing his hat, withdrew. 
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'' Now, were there a thousand prisoners here, I should 
set every one of them free !" I exdaimed, while harrying 
along the passage, lamp in hand, execrating the cmeltj (? 
that tyrannical prelate, who confined three human bemgs 
in a place which I could not contemplate without a shud- 
der. The low, narrow passage was arched by rough stone 
groins, spriii^ing firom eorbdled heads, hideous as those 
of deiaonsy that projected from walls, through the joints 
of which tihe damp, reeking slime had bee^ distilling for 
ages I innumerable stalactites hun^ long and pendent, like 
foul icicles ; enormous fungi flourished luxuriantly on the 
sable masonry ; large bloated toads croaked on the slip- 
pery floors ; rats peeped forth from holes and comers, 
and the whistling bat flitted to and fro on the cold vapours 
of those dripping dungeons. 

Before me lay the cell of the nun ; intending to visit her 
first, I unlocked with great difficulty the oaken door, and 
entered. Accustomed to the gloom, I could survey the 
whole place at a glance ; it was a dark, cold, and comfort- 
less den, about dxteen feet square, and had a narrow, zig- 
zag loop-hole opening high in the wall, which admitt^ 
little air and less hsht. Crouching upcm a bundle of 
straw, in a comer oi that detestable place, lay the poor 
nun, wasted and worn, pale and ghastly. Her eyes were 
raised to heaven ; and though her lips moved not, she was 
praying, but in that stOl voice wMcn Grod eloDe can hear. 
At the sound of my steps, she turned on me an apathetic 
stare, and her sunken eyes sparkled wildly between the 
long dishevelled masses oi her raven hair, which wandered 
over her bare bosom and shoulders. She was almost des- 
titute of covering, having, I believe, no other garment than 
a gown of black serge, which was torn in many places, re- 
vealing her pure white akin, that gleamed like alabaster 
through the gloom. 

" Oh, pity, pity ! for the gentle love of Grod !" she ex- 
claimed ; and added, with a shriek, " Ah ! it is the bishop 
— &eam — a^;ain I" 

Shuddering, she hid her &ce in her long hair, and began 
to weep as if her heart would burst. Approaching her, I 
laid my hand Idndly on her soft slkoulder, and saif— 

** Poor woman ! be comforted ; you are not entirely for^ 
saken '* 

"Begone!" die exclaimed, spitting upon ne; "anray, 
priests of hell* who smrderea my loye-'-mj husband I 

T 2 
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Awaj» lest I tear you with my teeth ! Ha ! ha ! madness 
is coming fast upon me ! Oh, joy, Jesu Christo ! my brain 
begins to wander." 

" Signora " 

" Preach on— of what P religion — and in this dungeon! 
— ^in which relimon has consijgned me to darkness, sohtade, 
and horror. On ! the sonl-sinking misery I haye endured 
these many, many weeks ! My husband — ^who murdered 
him before mv faceP — ^A priest. Who would have dis- 
honoured mer — A priest! Ha, away to your tyrant 
bishop ! I will commune with God, without the medium 
of wretches such as thee !" 

" Lady, I am no priest," I repUed, deeply touched bv 
her misery and piercmg voice. " I am a solmer — a gentil- 
uomo in msffuise. Trust me, and you may yet escape, to 
be free and nappy." 

As I spoke, she rose from the floor, grasped my arm 
with convulsive energy, and gazed upon my. face with a 
searching glance, as if she would read the inmost secrets 
of my breast; she passed her hand across my head and 
face, to assure herself my flsure was not a vision; her 
whole arm was thus revealed, and, though attenuated, its 
puri^ was dazzling. 

** Oh, signor ! dear and good ugnor! oh, if you should 
deceive me !" she exclaimed, clinging to my hand, and 
weeping bitterly. " O, if you should be but some emissary 
from me accursed bishop ! At times he comes, like an 
evil genius, to offer me freedom. Ah ! canst thou guess 
its price P I will not go with thee — away ! leave me T" 

" Can there be greater misery than that which you now 
endure P" 

** No, no ; there cannot ! Who can live without hope P 
yet all fled from me ! Oh, my Luigi ! hadst thou been 
living, I had not been forgotten, to perish thus ! My 
sisters " 

" Luigi !" I reiterated, while gently removing the dis- 
hevelled masses of silky hair which veiled her features — a 
cry burst from me ! I beheld the belle of Palermo, the 
nun of Crotona, the sister of Bianca, who had been so 
cruelly carried off by the sbirri of this infamous Petronio 
of Cosenza. " Francesca !" I exclaimed ; " Francesca of 
Alfieri, do you not remember m^ ?" 

Slue regarded me fixedly, pressed her hands upon her 
temples, and then shook her head mournfully. 
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** I am Claude DnndaB — ^the friend of Santago, and be- 
tax>thed of your sister Bianca." I threw mj arm aronnd 
the poor bewildered girl, whom at that moment I loved 
with all the tenderness of a brother. 

"The friend of Lnigi! O, tell me if he yet lives P Tell 
me, thouffh the answer should destroy me at the instant !'* 

" He hves, signora ; but you alone can restore him to 
perfect happiness." 

She raised her hands to heaven, and an exclamation of 
pious and fervent thankfulness died away on her lips ; a 
oright blush for a moment shone on her wan, but alas ! no 
longer beautiful cheek, and had not my arm supported her, 
she would have sunk on the pavement in a swoon. With- 
out delaying a moment, I lK>re her away, and locking all 
the doors a&er me, deposited the keys in my pocket, in- 
stead of in the niche. The church was empty, and the 
cardinal sone. Leaving my charge for a moment in the 
recess of an old monument, I hurried to the norch; I 
reeled giddily as the full glory of noon blazed on my 
sight, so overpowering was the glare of light after the 
obscurity of the vauRis. Hailing a passing calesso, I 
desired the driver to draw up near the door ; on behold- 
ing Francesca, he scratched nis unshaven chin, and ap- 
peared in an unpleasant state of doubt ; but on my slipping 
a Bcudo into his hand, and desiring him to dnve to the 
cardinals villa, all his scruples vanisned, and we drove off. 

Great was the astonishment of the good cardinal, when 
I entered the lower saloon or drawing-room, leading the 
squalid apparition of poor Francesca, who was weakened by 
long connnement, and overcome with awe on finduig her- 
self in the presence of so high a dignitary of the church. 
She sank upon her knees, omspin^ my hand in hers, and 
not once daring to raise her timid eyes to the face of 
York, who had arisen on our entrance, and regarded us 
with a stare of silent wonder. 

" Captain Dundas !" he exclaimed, in a tone which had 
somethmg of sternness in it ; " what am I to understand 
by this intrusion — and who is this woman P" 

Francesca trembled violently ; she would have spoken, 
but the words died away in whispers on her pallid hps. 

" My lord — ^your emmenoe, pardon me ! The case is 
urgent, and my meeting with this lady so unexpected, that, 
with your usual goodness, you will excuse my importunity, 
while I relate as oriefly as possible her xmh&^\[^ ^Kjcst^ % "^ 
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before the old cardinal-dukei 
spnrkled Rgain as he exteiuied ;,i 
ondf forffotting his imaginary »■ 
bestowed on me a Rolemii Latui 

" Wear thia in memory of nii 
nei;k a riband, to which a gold :, 
when the tumult of my spirit* [ 
my head, he was gone. Catani.:. - 

"Has ho not the air of a k:!\ 
bitter smile curled his thin lip«, 'ii 
cje. " Yon are afraid to answor. 
hkps. Sis majeity has retired C'jr 
Icad yon to yoor apartment." 

In the Bolitude of my chamt" ) 
ravel the chaos of thonght thiat n I : 
The driving wreck, the drownintr . 
the midnight atorm — the white ^^t ' > 
the cliffs up which I clambered^ 
duke blcBBingme — all passed lid', r 
I drew forth the riband and mml.! I 
latter was of massive gold ; itini;. 
order of the cardinal, on the de;iU' 
Charles, and distributed Hmong 1 1 i i 
as his papers afterwards revealed. . 
numerous), in commemoFation ^ji : 
It bore hia bead in bold relief, v.i', ■ 
Nonus, Anglite Era." On the i •'■■■ 
ported by Britannia and the Virui'i 
and pathedrBl, with the crowB of } 
became possessed of two of those ^. 
peAapa, I was the first of his oCi" 
trom tbe hand of Tori : I ha^'e pr»> 
proper reverence, in menuoy of au ii i > 
never forget. 

Nest morning, I was awakeucd bv 
welcome sound of druffli beatiag. 1i- 
garb, and descending to tbe Liwn. - 
mansion, I walked forth to enjr>v 
looked on my ihovel'hat, the ~ i 
girdle of my strange attire. I'-u 
de-camp to tho count of Maidn. . 
on a gBTRBOn parade ; to-day, [i :■■ 
Henry Stuart, the cBrdinBl-dTil;i> ■ 




' he rang his bell, and its Jkctotom 

cesca, rRgsrded with invincible repng- 

■ a convent, where she would he Bnbjected 

it scrutiny of the sisterhood, and perhaps 

superior, yet it was a joyful reliaf from 

i had endured ; I led her awaj, in tears, 

I^Mrdinal Iboae thanks whiiiJ). she was vnable 

rrote a brief note to the abbeu, which 

er. The caleBHO was at the door, and 

; I^capoUtan speed to the CiatttMnan 

^iiir>it Francesca to the gnperior, whom I was 
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iitmoEt good-oatiue. The poor girl weptaa 
- would bur^, when we prepared to retire ; bat, 
lining pertniseion to Tisit her oi^, ehe became 
I. I left ihe prisoD-like nunnery, feeling 
i'IlIJ llms beniend Santngo by protecting 
luiJ ro^iiiring her to light and life: the 
1 ijiiilf till' air of a romance. Diamiaging 
It, ibf^plinpof alockfonith, whom I desired 
i;::ve ijkt: those of the vanlts, whioh were 

1 on inquisitive glance at my cnrions moaas- 

I . ' lU my diEplajong a fbw ducate, readily took 

■. of tliL> ti'jain was; on receiving hu pro- 

< -y Bet gliciuid bo in readiness next day, I 
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I'. J.'posil ttiem. 

qi'ved to lind the venerable cardinal so umdi 

i FraDcesca'a favour, that he forthwith de- 

rier Ui Some, prating for her dispeniation, 

wsidered as certam, his influence wi-U> Pope 

ll icreat, that a boon so trifling as looaening 

n could not be refused him. I knew not 

'■I mj- tliuiiks ; he was conferring as great a 

oil <|]i! Tisoonte, and I contemplated with 

■I'ns our rftum would difFnse at lie Villa 

:i I restored a bride to the arms of Ltuai ; 

m. he bat let me not anticipate that, for 

■ [lointment. 
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CHAPTEE XUn. 

A CHA17CE OF ESCAPE LOST. 

A WEEK slipped away ; I visited Francesca eyery 
morning, and saw, with pleasure, the bloom returning to 
her fa£d cheek, and the Instre to her sunken eye ; yet I 
spoke not of the dispensation, while there was the least 
chance of a miscarriage ; knowing that she was too weak 
to stand many alternate shocks or grief and joy. 

Notwithstajidin^ the gracious manner and winning 
kindness and hospitality of the cardinal — ^who appeared to 
possess that charm hereditary in his family, by which he 
gained the hearts of all who knew him — I was impatient 
to deliver at Crotona the despatches with which I was in- 
trusted ; to fling aside the slovenly cassock, and don, once 
more, my smart uniform. I grew heartily tired of the 
disguise, when its novelty passed away; and bestowed 
many a most unpriestly malison on its ample skirt, when 
it impeded me in walkmg. 

One evening, Catanio came to me in a hurry, saying 
" his majesty wished to see me without a moment's 
delay;" he was most scrupulously exact in styling him 
thus. 

I found the cardinal seated on a lofty terrace, where he 
usually passed the evening, enjoying the beauty of the 
prospect and coolness of the air. 

" Sir," said he, " a path is just opened for your escape, 
and you have an opportunity which may never occur 
a^ain. The British ship I mentioned to you is again off 
tne coast, and a boatman will take you on board after 
dusk. There are no French gun-boats in the gulf, there- 
fo rey ou can escape in perfect safety." 

Wnile he spoke, a frigate hove in sight: she was 
clearing a point of land, over which her topsails were 
glittering in the light of the settine sun, which was then 
^ding me glassy waters of the guff, and reddening, with 
its last rays, the surrounding shore. It was the Amphion; 
her bellymg canvas shone white as snow, as she rounded 
the promontory, and the evening wind unrolled the bright 
scarlet standard at her mizen peak ; that standard which 
a Briton never hails with such joyous pride as when it 
waves in the breeze of a foreign clime. Gracefully the 
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beautiful frigate came on, with the white foam curling 
under her bows and rolling past her swelling sides, firom 
which thirty-six pieces of cannon protruded through the 
port-holes ; and we could discern the long flush une of 
her gun-deck crowded with men. 

A smart American ship, which had probably been 
blown up the gulf by the late storm, passed at a short 
distance on the opposite tack, showing her stripes and 
stars. Scarcely had she cleared the Amphion^s quarter, 
when a pufT of white smoke curled from it, and a gun- 
shot whistled across her fore-foot, skimming the water 
beyond. The Americans immediately took this rough 
hint, and lowered their topsails to our flag — a ^ood old 
custom of ocean homage, which of late years has been 
disused. 

" For what reason has the frigate fljred on the poor mer- 
chantman?" asked the cardinal. 

I acquainted him with the ancient etiquette, by which 
Britain compelled the flags of foreign nations to do 
honu^e on ner wide watery dominions ; and a smile of 
gratined pride lighted up the glistening eyes of the 
Sstener. 

The frigate would be dose off Canne, when she crossed 
the gulf on the other tack ; and the cardinal observed that 
Catsmio would haye a boat waiting on the beach after 
dusk. It was a tempting offer, and a most tantalizing 
sight to behold withm musket-shot a British ship, for 
whose commander I had important despatches : but tO 
abandon poor Francesca, when I was so anxious to convey 
her to a place of safety, and to present her in person to 
Luigi, was a project I could not relinquish. The cardinal 
read the expression of doubt which my face betrayed. 

" Do you not wish to return to your friends and your 
duty?" he asked. 

" Anxiously," I replied ; " but not without the Signora 
d'Alfieri, whose dispensation you so graciously requested. 
Permit me to reside here a few days longer — at least, until 
it arrives — ^that I may convey this desolate girl to the 
arms of the only friends whom war and time have left her. 
You will thus confer another boon, which I shall long re- 
member, though I never can repay." 

" As you please. Captain Dundas. I shall be very hai>py 
if you reside with me so long as your duty and inclination 
will permit you. Happy, indeed ! Seldom it is now that 
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an Englifik tongue is heard among my diminished honae- 
hold ; aaye when some Scottish mdest trom. Donay, or some 
Highland gentdeman, whxmt English interest and the 
chuige of manners have left nnoorrapted, comes here to 
pay homage to the last of the Stuarts. Yet their presence 
bnngs more sorrow than pleasure ; it raises up those airy 
visions whi(^ shipwrecked the hampiness of my chiTabae 
hrother, and beseem me not to uunk upon now, in wy 
helpless obseuritr and yerr old afie ; creating a nseleM 
longing to behold that isle of whicdi. I haye heard and 
thought so much, and which I fain would look upoa 
before my eyes close in their last slumber, and I am hud 
in the tomb of my father at FsescatL'* 

Thus the good cardinal continued for hours : there mm 
a something in his tone and manner which touched me 
deeply. Could I listen to his words without sympathizing 
with fallen greatness, in the person o£ the last r^re- 
sentatiye of our long line of kings P 

The sun went down, orimsoninff land and sea with a 
warm gk>w, as it sank behind the hms ; the ocean changed 
from bright yellow to deep blue, the stars w«re shining in 
heayen, and the Amphion had diminished to a speck on 
the distant waters of Tarentum, before the cardinal ended 
his reminiscences and disjointed seif-oommunings, and 
leaning on my arm, retired to his apartment. The 
frigate appeared no more; but aftor that eyening I 
became doubly anxious to be gone, and waited with intense 
impatience the return of the courier, bringing from Eome 
the decree which would free Erancesca» or s^ her doom 
for eyer. 

Eemembering the Mse keys made for me at Ganne, I 
resolyed, in my assumed chamcter, to yisit the cells of the 
penitents, and discover those who wer6 worthy of liberty, 
and those who deserved to remain in durance yile. One 
dusky evening, I departed on this mission, with my du- 
plicate keys imd a durk kntem, and having my shovel-hat 
flapped over my face, to avoid observation. The ni^ht 
soon became dcurk ; not a star was visible, and the wmd 
howled throu^ the battlements of the ancient church, 
and moaned m its hoUow aisles. Had I been timid or 
superstitious, here was enough, in the honrible aspect of 
these vaulted chambers, to deter me from advancing ; but 
in them day and night were almost alike. 

I first opened the ceil of Ihe cavalier mentioned by the 
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guide, and on entering^ awakened the occupant irom. a 
dreamy sleep—a man, sJthough his features were hollowed 
bj lonj^ oonfinement, want, and care ; though his eyes 
were wild and his beard grizzled — ^the expression of whose 
jhoe wafl as prepossessing and noble as his figure was com- 
niandinjg. He was tall and strong in person, but heayily 
fiotteraa ; and his garments were rags, which fluttered in 
tiie breeze that swept through his priscm; he trembled 
with cold and debihty. Poor man ! a captivity of three 
long Tears had not iiiTired him to thenuaeiy of the den to 
which the tyraBny of a powerM persecutor had consigned 
him; his manacles clanked as ne rose &om the &mp 
pvremjent, and a stem and scornful £rown gathered on his 
fiflaghty brow when he beheld me. 

" Aeyerend signer," said he, waving his fettered hand, 
^'you may spare me your usual exhortations, and begone ; 
yet think not that I am so hardened as to scorn a Chnstiaa 
<ilniTchinan. Gk>d forbid you should suppose so ! but I 
haire nothing to confess, save my abhorrence of these 
bonds and the foul tyranny which immures me here, in a 
living grave, from light and happiness ; subjecting me to 
misery, under which, had not my own indomitable spirit 
supported me, reason must have given way. Leave me — 
begone ! " 

" Si^or cavalier, speak less angrily ; I am not what 
you take me for, but a friend, who comes to set you free. 
jtememb^, sisnor, that the British are the friends of 
GaLabria, whidi our victorious army has already freed 
fimn the yoke of France." 

•* What is this you teUme?" he exclaimed. " British 
trooM in Calabria ! And what am I reserved to hear P 
Naples has a^ain become a province of Eranoe ! yet not a 
▼oice has whispered it to me in this living tomb, where I 
have been kept in ignorance of all those great events that 
have shaken my country. From France— ^agaln from the 
grasp of France P" said you. 

" From the brother of Napoleon, whose soldiers we 
have driven from the rocks of Scylla to the hUls of 
Gassano ; hoisting the banner of Ferdinand on the towns 
and castles of the provinces, and ^ning one most signal 
victory in a battle on the plains of Maida." 

" I am thunderstruck ! And all this has passed in three 
years P" 

'* In as many months.' 
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'* O joy ! And you Lave come to set me free, most 
reverend father ?" 

*' Yes, — ^but address me not thus ; I am a British officer 
in disguise, and placed in a most peculiar position," I 
repUed; quite forgetting the part I intended to act, in my 
sympathy for this unfortunate, whose frank and graceful 
bearmg gained my entire good-wiU. " This bishop of 
Cosenza," I observed, ** seems a tyrant, of whose cruelty 
and injustice I have heard innumerable instances." 

** A t^rrant, said you P Call him monster, filend, or what 
you will ; the flammg depths of hell contain not a darker 
spirit, a more designing devil I You offer me life ; yet 
what is life to me now, when every flower that adorned 
my path in youth has been crushed and blighted, and 
every beam of joy extinguished, tUl gloom, horror, and 
revenge have settled like a shadow on my soulP O, 
signor! words cannot depict the bodily and spiritual 
agony I have endured. JSre we go, hear me, but a 
moment ! My story is short, but bitter. Hear it, and 
pity me ! " 



CHAPTEE XUV. 

THB SECOND PENITENT — THE CAYALIEB. 

I AH the Oavaliere Paolo, of Casteluccio, one of the 
fairest patrimonies in Naples. No young man entered 
life with brighter prospects than mine, when, at the age 
of twenty, I found myself master of a handsome fortune 
and the love of Laura Molina, my fair cousin. I had been 
betrothed to her in infancy by my father, who, as her 
guardian, wished to keep her ducats in the family. When 
st college, the idea of being compelled to marry my little 
cousin was a source of contmual vexation to me, and from 
very obstina^ made me prone to fall in love with every 
other girl. My marriage seemed the commencement of 
sometimng terrible, and I saw with dismay the arrival of 
my twentieth birthday ; when, throwing aside gown and 
tocque, and a^r spending a year amid the eaieties of 
Florence and Naples, I should have to demand my bride 
at the convent where she boarded. 

" Per Baccho !" thought I ; "if this repugnance is 
mutual, what a happy couple we shall be !" 



THE SECOND PENITENT — THE CAVALIEE. 329 

On reaching the convent of St. Sabina, I found the 
inmates were hearing mass performed by Father Petronio, 
the great ecclesiastical orator of Cosenza. I entered the 
chapel in no pleasant mood, conning over the compliments 
which courtesy required should be paid to Laura, who 1 
had been informed was the prettiest girl in a convent 
which was famous for its fashionable beauties. 

" Ah ! if Laura is like thee, young girl, what a happy 
rogue wilt thou be, Signor Paolo," mought I, as the veil 
of a young lady (who occupied a stool near a column 
against which I leaned) was blown aside, revealing to mo 
a face of such mild and perfect beauty, that iTbecame 
quite bewitched, and wished my unlucky cousin in the 
crater of Etna. Her complexion was extremely fair ; her 
eyes blue and tender, and a quantity of light-orown hair 
fell curling around a face whicn had all that sofbiess and 
bloom of Mature one might imagine in a seraph. Enough! 
for the time, she banished all thoughts of Laura. 

At last, Father Petronio made an end of his discourse, 
of which I had not heard a syllable. The people dis- 

frsed, and in the crowd of nuns, novices, and boarders, 
lost sight of my fair unknown. I turned away with a 
sigh to visit this provoking cousin, whom I was bound, by 
my father's will, to espouse, or my ducats would every one 
be forfeited to the altar of Madonna. 

I sent in my card to the abbess, and presented myself 
at the grate. The Signora Molina was csiiled, and imagine 
my joy on discovering mj betrothed to be the same fair 
girl wnose beauty had impressed me so favourably at 
church. I conversed with her for an hour, kissed her hand 
respectfully, and withdrew, thinking myself a most for- 
tunate fellow in being compelled to espouse so handsome 
a ^1, whose fortune was aJmost equal to my own. 

Fetaronio was the confessor at the convent, and officiated 
in the same capacity to all the beauties of Cosenza ; the 
ladies would confess their peccadilloes to none other than 
this celebrated churchman, whose learning, talent, and 
supposed sanctity, made him the pride of the province : 
but lie was a subtle fiend at heart, as my story will show. 
He was the confessor of Laura, and to him she confided 
all her little secrets, until for some cause she dismissed 
him, and preferred an aged and decrepit Basilian. I 
remonstratod, but she sud there were reasons ; adding. 
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wiih a Bweet smile, tliat I most be her humble serrant 
then, if I would have her obey me b j-and-by. 

I allowed her to please herself, aiid passed ihe time in 
alternately visiting the convent and mj villa, which I was 
^tting up suitably for the reception of'^soeh a bride. The 
more we saw and knew of each other, the stronger our 
mutual love became ; and often, hand in hand, have we 
blessed my good and provident father who betrothed us in 
our diildhood. 

One night, when returning from a eafS, where I had 
spent some hours joyously wiui my Mend CaptainYalerio, 
and a few of his orother officers, old fellow*students, all 
choice spirits and roisterers, with whom I had a fareweH 
supper, I had a singular encounter. 

It was a lovely Italian ni^ht ; the brillianc]^ of the pals 
moon edi^sed the light of me stars, which disappeared as 
she rose m her silver ghxry above the Apennmes, and 
poured her lustre on Oosenza's seven hilhH--on its steep 
and lofty streets, and on the round towers of its hoary 
castello, where Alaric the Goth eave up his soul to Grod — 
whilst tibeir giant shadows fell, nrowning and dark, on the 
shining waters of the Bussiento and the Gratis. Midnight 
tolled from the steeple of Salnna, and the most profound 
repose pervaded the moonlit city. I gazed on the toweriog 
hills, on the wild and ample forest — ^which in the days <» 
the Brutti extended to tne promontory of Ehegium, but 
is now shrunk to the wood of La Sylar— where tiie wood- 
cutter and carbonari have replaced the nymphs and satyrs 
of the ancients ; I looked towards the distant seasparkhnff 
in the moonlight, as its waves rolled round the Uampo £ 
Mare, and everything slept in nlenoe, beauty, and repose: 
I was disposed £or meditation and reverie — ^I thought of 
Laura, and mv heart beat happily. 

" In three days," thougjht % " I shall be mazried " 

" To Laura Molina^" said a voice near me. 

I started : some <me had spoken, but not to me, I was 
near the portal of St. Sabina, and looked inquirmgly at 
the stone figure of Bruno of Cologne — could it have 
addressed me P No one rapeared r I paused and listened 

" And this ^iid is beautiiul, say your" asked a voice. 

" Lancelloti, thou canst not conceive such loveliness." 

" I would comfdiment your taste, signor, could I but 
find you," I matibend, gnsfing. my ponuird. 
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" Again I say, Lancelloti " 

** Sword of Omar ! you for^t ; my name is Osman 
Carora," replied the second spet^er. " I am a respectable 
ICahomedan. C^po di Bacdio ! I swear by tur Don and 
beard, — ^yea, by Mahomet I " 

" Silence, fool ! and hear vib whisper." 

** Either Fetronio spoke jnst now, or Sataa himself !" 
thought I, looidng cautiously about me; haying a laudable 
cariosity to discover those good people who^k such an 
interest in my affairs. I retired withm the deep portal at 
the moment ^t two men stood before it in the full blaze 
of the moonlight, and I could distinctly hear all that 
passed. One was a abort, squat, villanous-looking fellow, 
whose red vest, yellow trousers, turban, brass pistols, and 
sabre, declared mm to be an Italian renegade, acting under 
the iJgerine flag in the double capacity of pirate and 
smuggler. The other was the immaculate Petronio, 
"viiiose breast was the repository of half the female secrets 
m the city — Petronio, the paragon of Oosenza, — ^the man 
of h<diness, and of God ! 

" I tell you again and again, Laneelloti, Carora, or 
whatever you caU yourself,' he exclaimed, in a hoarse 
whisper, " that I love this girl fondljr ; yea, madly ; and 
shall I behold her given up to this chit-mce cavaHer, and 
without a struggle P 

" Of course not," replied the other, stroking his beard, 
while his imj)erturbable gravity] formed a strong contrast 
to the whirlwind of passion which racked the oosom of 
the monk. 

" For two years I was her confessor. O ! the rapture 
I have felt in ner presence. The exceeding beauty of that 
young girl has cast a spell upon me ; I am no longer 
myself, the cold-hearted and calm-visaged monk, but a 
jealous and amoronB lover. Cnrse on tiiis robe ! which 
excites only awe and gloom in the hearts of the young 
and beautinil. When, at confession, she knelt before me, 
was it not rapture to obtain those glimpses of her soft and 
snow bosom P" 

" Ay, truly, it was," responded he of the turban and 
slippers impatiently. 

" To look on those bright blue eyes, and the stray 
golden curls that shaded the dimpled cheek, to feel those 
•oeauti^ hands clasped on my knee in prayer, though I 
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dared not touch them. Never before did such a £euij 
being cross the' path of a priest, to wean him from his 
Grod, and destroy his peace for ever." 

" No, indeed, no ; Sacramento ! come to anchor, will 
youP The moon is on the wane ; La Syla is growing 
dark, the land-breeze is coming, and the Crescent lies 
close to, nnder the Campo di Mare, with jib and foresail 
loose ; I must sail by daybreak, if I would keep clear of 
the British fleet, which my prince of crookbacks, Graspare 
Truffi, says stood down the Straits of Messina last 
evening." 

" Eight before the wind, with studding-sails and 
royals, said a hideous hunchback, whom I haa not before 
observed, " and if this breeze continues " 

** Peace, imp of darkness ! and sheer off," said the 
pirate, grasping a pistol. 

The huncnback growled, and withdrew. 

" Prythee, make an end, Petronio, and say for what 

Eurpose you have brought my handsome shipmate and me 
ither. A priest in love is ^bah ! in time you will tire 

of this baby-faced girl.*' 

" Tire !" exclaimed the priest — 

"0,no! 
I ne'er shall tire of the nnwearying flame. 
But I am weaiy, kmd and cruel dame, 
With tears that uselessly and ceaseless flow. 
Scorning myself, and scorned bj you, I long 
For death! " 

** Pshaw ! you are mad," cried the pirate, with angry 
impatience ; '* quoting the sonnets of Petrarch like a day- 
dreaming student, when you should act like a man of 
mettle. Here I am, at your service, mine ancient friend 
and gossip, — ^Fr^ Lancelloti once, now Osman Carora, of 
the brave xebecque Crescent, in the service of his sublunc 
puissance the bey of Tripoli. Thou seest that, while at 
the summit of my orientu dignity, I have not foigotten 

thee; but speak to the purpose. That d d British 

fleet---quick — ^thy project— — 

" Is — ^but come this way." They moved forward ; I 
paused for a moment, rooted to the spot by astonishment; 
and when I darted from the shadow of the porch, lo ! they 
were gone ; nor priest nor pirate could I see, though the 
bright moonlight stOl shone in full splendour on uie tail 
ndndows and marble columns of St. Sabina. The project 



TH£ 8X00ND FBNITBNT — THB OAYALIBB. 333 

— ihe very essence of the matter-^I had not jet learned* 
O, diavolo ! On erery side I searched, but saw them no 
more ; and, with a heart full of anger and apprehension, 
I returned to my temporary residence in the city. 

" And this is the sainted Petronio," I excLumed ; " in 
love with my Laura, and leaguing with pirates to rob me 
of her — curse on his presumptuous soul! The podestdi 
shall hear of what this night has revealed, and he shall 
drag forth to justice this wolf in sheep's clothing." But 
recolleoting that my single assertion could not pull down 
the mighty fabric of iretronio's fame, I resolved to be 
calm, and watch narrowly : three days more would see 
Laura in my arms, when I might laugh at the Max, his 
passion, ana his projects. 

Fool that I was, to be outwitted by a villanous monk 
after such a warning ! Laura's dismissal of her sanctified 
confessor was sufficiently accounted for : a dubious fflance 
or word had, doubtless, offended her deUcate sensibility, 
and his visits had been dispensed with for ever. 

A thousand lights burned in the villa of Casteluccio, 
tinting with a ruddy ^low the sea and the rocks of Campo 
di Mare, around which the waves rolled, sparkling like 
diamonds. Hangings of satin fringed with gold ; festoons 
of fragrant flowers, gilded statues, and vases of alabaster ; 
ceilings of fresco, columns of marble, floors of mosaic, and 
pyramids of party-coloured lamps, had turned my villa into 
a fairy palace. Every hall and chamber was gleanung 
with hght, and crowded with beauty and gaiety ; while the 
band of the Italian Guards played divinely in the saloon. 
The soft music floated along tne echoing roofs, and all 
were joyous and happy. It was our marriage night. The 
j^^ was superb : six weeks before, the invitations nad been 
issued, and all of any note in the province were invitiMi. 
The fountains flowed with wine ; and the pillared hall was 
crowded with dancers, who whirled in the airy waltz, or 
threaded the graceful quadrille. Nor did less joy reign 
without, where, on the green lawn, lighted less oy the 
summer moon than by the countless variegated lampe 
which covered the walls of the villa and the trees around 
it, the youn^ paeiani danced the gay tarantella to the 
tabor and guitar. 

I was wStzing with the duchess of Bagnara, one of ihe 
most famed of our Neapolitan beauties ; but I saw only 
my Laura, who, attired in her white btvdai tc?a^^ ^<(s&s:» 
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among our loveliest women like a planet amongst the 
stars. How sliall I describe her P Oh, for the power of 
Petrarch, and the same flowing words with which he 
described the Laura of Avignon ! Not less beautiful was 
mine, as she shone in ail her blushing loveliness; her 
bright hair waving around her, and her blue eyes spark- 
ling with happiness and love. The duchess, a stately 
woman, with diamonds gleaming among her raven locks, 
was managing her train with immitable grace, and rally- 
ing me severely on my want of ffallantry, and inattention to 
her, when the report of a pistm was heard, and shrieks of 
women followed. The dance stopped, the ladies turned 

Sale, eyes met in wonder, the music died away, and all 
stened in surprise, which soon gave j^a^e to terror. 
Headed by a tall and powerral ruffian, in whom, not- 
withstanding his eastern garb, I recognized Father Pe- 
tronio, a band of armed Algerines rushed among the 
dancers with pistol, pike, ana scimitar. Defenceless as 
I was, I sprang to the side of Laura ; my brave friend, the 
young Santugo, interposed with his drawn sword ; but he 
was struck to the eaarth by Petronio's pistol, the ball of 
which wounded the fair duchess, who stood near hmi. 

" Miscreant monk !" I exclaimed; but was beaten down, 
senseless : the last I remember was, beholding Laura strug- 
gling in the arms of the piratical priest. 

"When I returned to this world of misery, I found 
myself many leagues away at sea, chained to the deck of 
the renegade's ship, the Orescent, which stood towards 
the African coast ; and, favoured by the land-breeze, was 
then leaving the Sicilian shores behmd. Through an open 

Sort, I saw the last headland fEiding in the distance. The 
eck was strewn with the plunder of my villa ; but I 
thanked heaven that my fiiends had been left, and that 
I alone had been carried into slavery. Laura ! — ^had she 
escaped, or was she too in the hands of barbarians — a 
slave, exposed to every indignity and horror ? I trembled 
— my heart sickened; I gnashed my teeth, and sank 
upon the deck in a stupor, caused by rage and disappoint- 
ment, mingled with love and fear for Laura. 

!EVom tfis state I was roused, by being dragged along 
the deck by the villanous Carora, who lung me, while 
heavily ironed and unable to resist, down the companion- 
ladder with such force, that I lay stunned and motionless. 
Oh, misery of miseries ! — ^in the cabin of the pirate was 
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Laura Molina — the girl whom but yesterday I liad so 
joyously and solemnly espoused at the altar of St. Sabina 
— ^whom I had sworn to love for ever, — struggling in the 
strong grasp of Petronio. 

She yet wore her bridal dress; but her bloom, her 
jewels, and wreath were gone. A stranger could not have 
recognized the blushing bride of yesterdeky, in the pale but 
beautiful phantom of to-day ! I would have rushed to 
embrace her, but Carora held my fetters. 

" Paolo I — mj husband ! — save me! save me ! " she cried, 
wildly, stretchmg her arms towards me. 

" Laura, to Gr^ alone " 

" Peace !" exclaimed Petronio, grasning a pistol. " Laura 
Molina, accept of my love, or 1 will wow the brains of 
your cavalier against the bulkhead !" 

"Thy love! — O, horror!" she raised her eyes to 
heaven. 

** Woman ! I am not in a humour for trifling. On the 
wide ocean, far from aid, you are completely in my power, 
and must address your supplications to me ; for, I tell you, 
not even heaven above, nor hell below the waters, can 
save you from me now ! Pecide — ^your Paolo, or me P A 
word may save him, or a word destroy !" 

Levellm^ a pistol, he seemed more like a flend than 
a human oein^: passion rendered his accents hoane, 
and his visage olack ; his bulky frame seemed to dilate, 
and his breast to pant, while his eyes glared beneath their 
shaggy brows ; and the knottea locks that fringed his 
shaven scalp twisted like the vipers of Lugano. Eus right 
hand was on the pistol-lock — ^his lefb grasped the shrink- 
ing form of Laura. 

" Si^ora ! " he exclaimed, in a fierce, fond whisper, 
'* think of the bright fortune I can offer thee in the sunny 
land of the Algerme ! " 

" Holy Madonna, instruct me what to do in this hour 
of agony!" prayed the unhappy girl, whose excessive 
misery would mive melted any heart, save that of the 
apostate. " O, my Paolo — thou, — every hair of whose 
head is more dear to me than my own life, what can I say 
to save thee P " 

" Loved one ! bid death welcome, and defy fear ; but 
forget not that you are the wedded wife of a Neapolitan 
^savalier I " 

" Parewell, dearest, Laura will soon follow t\ifc^." 

z2 
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" Thou wilt have, me, then P " exclaimed Petronio, witli 
fierce triumph. 

"Never!" replied Laura, faintly, as she swooned and 
sank senseless in his arms. 

" Then away to Satan, thou ! " cried the priest, as he 
fired at my head ; but at that moment the pirate Lancel- 
loti (or Carora), renegade and ruffian as he was — touched 
by one of those qimlms of conscience which at times 
trouble even the most hardened villains, or perhajps, moved 
to pity by the exceeding beauty and agony or Laura — 
struck up the weapon, and the ball passed through the 
deck above. The priest turned furiously upon his partner 
in crime ; but the distant report of a cannon, and the cry 
of " a sail on the weather Beam," diverted their mutual 
anger for the time. 

Confused by the explosion of the pistol, I was dragged 
back to the rmg-bolt on deck, where I remained, help- 
lessly, during afl the horrors of the battle which ensued. 
Laura — ^it was the last I beheld of her — ^the last ! O, Ma- 
donna mia ! and Thou, whose power enabled me to survive 
such an accumulation of woe, teach me how, at this dis- 
tance of time, to look upon the events of that day with 
resignation and calmness ! 

Tke corsair had fallen in with a Maltese corvette of 
twenty guns, bearing a knight-commander*s pennon at 
the foremast head. She proved to be the Grierusalemmef 
commanded by the brave Calabrian, Marco of Castelermo; 
and an engagement being imavoidable, the corsair, which 
had an equal number of guns, prepared for action. Five 
hundred of the greatest villains under the sun stood to 
quarters: the ports were hauled up, the guns double- 
shotted, the tackles laid across the deck, while round-shot, 
wadding, grape, and canister lay between ihem in profu- 
sion. The cnmson flag of Algeria was displayed from the 
mizen peak. The renegade seemed in his glory, and swag- 
gered about with scimitar and speaking-trumpet; whuo 
■flie Qiice meek and holy Petronio, with a cutlass and prim- 
ing-box buckled to his waist, officiated as captain of a gun ; 
and Truffi, the hunchback, crawled like a gigantic toad 
about the deck, bearing an immense basket filled with 
shot-plugs and oakum. 

Thus prepared, the Algerines awaited the attack of the 
corvette, for whose success I prayed with the holiest 
Ajvoar, 



THE SECOND PENITENT — THE CAYALIEB. 337 

On came the Grierusalemme, Hie water flashing under 
licr bows, and her taut canvas shining hke snow in the 
noonday sun : both vessels as they neared shortened sail. 
The first cannon ball passed close to my ear ; and, stupified 
hj its wind, I grovelled on the deck in despair. The cor- 
sair, after failing to weather her adversary, steered under 
her lee. 

"Base infidels, surrender or sink!" cried a voice from 
the corvette, as we crossed on opposite tacks. 

'* To the tyrant knights of Malta!" bellowed Lancelloti, 
through his trumpet ; "to become their slaves ! Bah I 
!Never, while the great deep can hide us, and we can 
throw a match in the magazine ! " After a good deal of 
skilful manoeuvring, the action commenced in stem 
earnest. 

The pirates fought like demons; for slavery or death 
was their fate if vanquished : but the Christians opposed 
them with coolness and bravery. The heavy metal of the 
latter battered to wreck and ruin the bulwarks of the 
former, — dismantling their guns, and heaping the deck 
with dead, whom mey were soon compelled to throw 
overboard to clear the way. The enormous fifty-pound 
balls of the corvette's forecastle-piece, created a devasta- 
tion, to behold which made my heart leap with joy. The 
corsair was evidently getting the worst of the battle ; her 
deck was torn up and plou^ed in a thousand places, and 
the white splinters flew around in incessant showers : her 
sails were blown to rags, her standing and running rigging 
hun^ all in bights and loops, useless and disordered; simile 
the blessed banner, the taper masts, and taut cordage of 
the Qierusalemme towered above the dense smoke m as 
perfect order as when the engagement began. 

During this yard-arm contest, my situation was horrible. 
I was ironed helplessly to the deck, amid all its fury, and 
was, consequently, unable to fight or fly, to save Laura or 
myself. Ah! how I trembled, lest the missiles of the 
Maltese might penetrate the place of her confinement. 
Incessantly they were crashing around me, tearing up the 
strong planks, oashins boats and booms to fragments, and 
scattermg brains ana blood on every side. The slippery 
deck was flooded with the red current, which gushed from 
the lee-scuppers. I was suflbcating beneath the corpses 
which fell continually above me, and shrieked and strug- 
gled under the ghastly load ; but the ring-bolta ^^t^ W« 
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moveablei and my cries were tmlieeded amid that frightful 
din. On all sides rang the curses, threats, and cheers of 
the living, the groans of the dying, the clanking of blocks 
and handspikes, the rattle of cnains, and stampmg of feet, 
mingled with the creaking and jarring of the guns as they 
Were worked on deck, hauled back by their tackles, loaded 
and urged again to port, and then burst the deafening 
roar ; while the small-arms from forecastle, poop, and tops, 
made up a medley of horrors ! Eiddled below and wrecked 
aloft, the corsair lay like a log on the water, and the fire of 
her guns died away. 

La Gierusalemme forged ahead and lay across her bows, 
which the Maltese grappled fast, and tne brave cavalier 
who commanded leaped upon her bowsprit at the head of 
his boarders. A yell burst from the pirates asf the red 
flag of death floated from the Gierusalemme, whose guns, 
crammed to the muzzle with round shot and grape, were 
once more poured into her ; the tremendous lury of the 
broadside, sweeping through from stem to stem, killed 
one-half of her nghting men, and struck consternation to 
' the souls of the rest. 

The moment of deliverance was at hand. On came the 
boarders like a torrent, when a cry of "fire!" arrested 
the faculties of all, and Petronio, the demon-monk, leaped 
tip the hatchway with a flaming match ; he had fired the 
ship. 

" Throw her off— cut the grapplings — ^man the main-deck 
guns — fiU the fore-yard ! Bravissimo, St. John for Malta!'* 
cried Castelermo, as his boarders scrambled back to the 
corvette, and their foes fought like fiends at the grap- 
nels, that all might perish together. But the M^fcese 
passed from their reacn, backed their mainyard, and once 
more their brosuiside belched forth deslruction on the 
sinking Crescent, Three hours had the combat lasted; 
the setting sun was now gilding the Tunisian hiUs and the 
isle of Giamour. 

The corsair was soon enveloped in a cloud of miirky 
vapour, which rolled away to leeward, and Lancelloti, 
after throwing all his wounded overboard, prepared to 
abandon the wreck. Concealed by the smoke, the crew 
crowded into their remaining boats and fled. 

O, signer, imagine my situation then ! Lanrar — ^if she 

yet lived — ^and myself, were alone in the corsair, which 

rmeled every izuftant as the heavy shot of the corvette 
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pierced her. I heard a shriek from the cabin : another, it died 
away ; O, frightful ! The corsair was now a mass of flame. 
I might have saved Laura had I been free, but ironed 
hand and foot to the accursed deck — a victim, helpless as 
herself — I could only rave and pray, until exhausted by 
the terrible emotions which rung my soul, and half-stifled 
by the heat and smoke, I lay motionless in a state of stupe- 
faction and misery. 

As from an ocean hell, the hot flames burst through 
every hatch and port; all became red around me — my 
heart panted, my eyes were bursting in their sockets. I 
saw the masts and yards blazing and rocking above me ; I 
heard the " vivas" of the Maltese, and the report of tibe 
corsair's guns exploding, as they successively became 
heated by the roanng and scorching flame. 

**Now — ^I am gone — ^I am dying — God receive me!" 
The deck yielded beneath, and I expected to sink to the 
bottom 01 the flaming hold; but my fate was changed. 
At that moment the magazine blew up— a whirlwind of 
sparks burst on every side, the crackling deck parted be- 
neath me, and I found myself struggling in the ocean ; the 
coarsair sank, hissin? and roaring, and nearly drawing 
into her vortex the pmnks to whidi I was chained. The 
bitter briny water rushed in at every pore, and I became 
insensible. 

On recovering, I found myself upon the deck of the 
corvette, from whose commander I received every kind- 
ness and attention that the brave can yield to the mifortu- 
nate ; but I was fllled with an agony of horror whaoi I 
reflected on the past, and the fate of Laura Molina. 

Time softened/ those pangs, and remembering that she 
was with the angels in heaven, and happier than she could 
ever have been on earth, I became contented; but 
vowed never to love another! — a solemn pledge of lore 
and piety, which I have most relimously preserved. To be 
brief— I served with the Cavalier di Castelermo during the 
remainder of his cruise against the Al^erines, with whom 
we had many encounters ; and the desure of avenging my 
wrongs endued me with the valour of a Hon. 

After the blockade of Valetta, when all hope of restoring 
the order of St. John to its pristine sjjlendour had failed 
Castelermo and I set out for Italy, to join the grand-master 
at Grenoa. During the voyage the vessel an(£iored ofi^ the 
CSampo di Mare, and I was seized with a lon^^ tA V^<i:A&. 



i 



340 ADTBNTUBBS OF AK AIDB-DB-CAMF. 

my natiye city, and visit once more those places which Uio 
associations of childhood and love have rendered so dear 
to me. 

On hearing that so distinffoished a cavalier, with bid 
his train, was in the vicinity, we bishop of Cosenza invited 
us all to his palace. It was one of onr glorions Italian days ; 
the landscape danced joyously in the sunbeams, the green 
peaks of the Syla, the spires of the city, the winding river^ 
me waving woods, and the distant sea, all shone in sum- 
m&r beau^ beneath the bright blue sky. 

The memory of Laura, her beauty, her gentle innocence, 
our love and our misery, made my neart idtemately a prey 
to the tenderest sorrow, and the fiercest longings to requite 
her wrongs upon the wretch Petronio. 

It was the levee-day of the bishop ; a guard of mounted 
sbirri received us in tne porch of his pakce. A crowd" of 
richly-dressed cavaliers, officers, and Joiights of military 
orders, mingling with churchmen, thronged the ante-rooms, 
and were introduced, in turn, by the chamberlain. En- 
tering the presence-chamber of tne great prelate, I beheld 
hiTn seated in a lofty chair, wearing his canonicals and 
sparkling mitre, gleaming with jewels and embroidery. 
On my nearer approach, judge of my sensations on recog- 
nizing, in his stern and sallow visage, the accursed linea- 
ments of Father Petronio. The blood rushed tumultuousljj^ 
•on my heart, and all the long slumbering spirit of the devil 
arose within me. 

*• Gesu Christo !" I exclaimed, raising my hands to 
Heaven; "is this one of Thy servants — Thy chosen 
servants P" 

Oastelermo arose from his knees in astonishment, while 
I unsheathed my sword and s{>rang upon the bishop, alike 
regardless of his power, his men(£, and my life ; I treiH- 
bled, I panted, I thought only of I^ura and retribution. 

" Hypocritical apostate !" I exclaimed, grasping him by 
the throat, and dashing his mitre to the earth. " G^ou pest 
of hell I thou murderer of my wife, and wrecker of my 
peace ! have we met at last — ^ha !" 

" Sacrilege !" cried the strangling bishop. " O, gentle- 
men and cavaliers, save me £rom this madman !" 

" Madman 1 ha— peace, thou wolf in sheep's clothing ! I 
am Paolo of Casteluccio, and too well thou knowest me; 
but die, fiend, die!" The strong hand of my friend 
grasped my descending sword, and the life of the dog 



THE SECOND PENITENT — THE CA.VALIEB. 341 

bishop was spared, althougli I dashed him to the floor with 
such force that he lay stunned and senseless. 

I laughed with fierce exultation, and strove to trample 
him to death, but was grasped by a hundred hands. AH 
the smothered fury of years had broken forth, and, ima- 
gining I had the strength of a Groliath, I thought to burst, . 
like cobwebs, the fetters which were heaped upon me. I 
was mad — a maniac, and, knowing that 1 was so, rejoiced 
when men, who were valiant and strong, quailed before the 
demon-glare of my eye. The crowded chamber, the 

f learning swords, tne halberts of the sbirri, the prostrate 
ishop, and the uproar of tongues, are yet before me, like 
a dream of yesterday : I remember no more. 

When the passion-fit passed away and reason returned, 
I was here in fetters, amid gloom and woe. Three sum- 
mers have come and gone since last I saw the sun. * * * 
O, signer, all hope of life and liberty had faded away, and 
your presence alone has revived a love of existence, and a 
wish to look on the beautiful world once more— on its 
blue skies and green hills, ere death closes these eyes for 
ever. 

The cavalier concluded just as my lamp was about to 
expire, and the ^y dawn was peeping through the little 
iron grating which lighted his dismal vault. I gave the 
unfortunate man my hand, and, leading him forth, struck 
ofi* his rusty fetters with a stone I found near the chapel 
door. No pen can describe his joy on finding hjmself free, 
and breathmg the pure air of the summer morning. The 
Sim was rising in all its beauty above the (LEurk-green ridge 
of the distant hills ; for three years he had not beheld it ; 
he wept with joy, and, embracing me, declared, with the 
enthusiasm of his nation, that his life was at my 
-jservice. 

" O, signer ! never, since I stood by Laura's side at the 
altar, have I felt a happiness equal to that which animates 
me now !" 

His eyes sparkled with joy, and his haggard cheek 
flushed. He appeared about thirty years of age, and, but 
for his tattered garments and matted hair and beard, his 
features and figure would have been eminently striking 
and noble. Eeminding him that instant flight was neces- 
sary, I advised him to join the chivalric Frfmcatripa, with 
whom he would be ssdTer than in any Italian city. He 
rehshed the proposal, as many men of birth and eaucation 
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did not disdain to serve against France under such a 
leader. 

We parted. Catanio was tolling tlie bell for matins, at 
the villa, when I returned^ and, gaining my room nnob- 
served, threw myself on a couch, and slept till noon. X 
then joined the old cardinal in his daily promenade, nndar 
the cool arcades, on the seaward side of his residence. 



CHAPTEE XLV. 

THE THIBD PENITENT — THE MONE. 

The escape of a second victim from the vaults caused a 

treat surmising and anxiety at Canne ; and although, no 
oubt, the cardinal suspected that I had a hand m the 
matter, he never spoke of it. The astonishment of the 
keeper was boundless, when he discovered his charge 
Tamshing so unaccountably ; he was accused of conspiracy, 
and imprisoned by order of the podesta. The poor man 
defended himself "before the tribunal, by laying the blame 
upon — ^whom think you, gentle reader f— ViEaiL ; who is 
regarded by the lower order of Italians less as a poet, than 
as a conjurer and ma^cian, upon whose guilty head the 
blame of everything wicked and wonderful is laid. 

Among the mountains, he has for ages been deemed the 
architect of every devilish contrivance, every fathomless 
cavern, splendid crag, fantastic rock, and ruined tower. 
A long dispute ensued between two learned lawyers, 
concerning the question whether it might or might not 
have been Virgil ; and the decision was given for the 

Srisoner, on the testimony of the chiavaro, or smith, who 
eclared that a venerable man, with a white beard, meagre 
aspect, and eyes like hving coals, had ordered a set of keys 
like those produced in court, for which he paid in strange 
and antique coin ; and when he (the chiavaro) looked for 
them next day, they had vanished from his pouch, show- 
ing plainly that lliey were coins of helL All present 
crossed themselves, and the keeper was immediately set 
at liberty, and restored to his dignilrv and bunch of keys. 

Of the Cavalier Paolo, I had mteUigence before leaving 
Canne. Gathering together a band of those bold spirits 
who infested the ^ds of the Brettiaa joiest, he fired tibie 
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palace of his foe, the hishop, who narrowly escaped with a 
aerere bullet-wonnd, of wmch he soon after died. For this 
outrage, Castelacciohadto pay many a bright ducat to the 
altars of mother chnreh, berore he was permitted to re- 
sume his place in society, and it was not until the death of 
Murat that he obtained peaceable possession of his patri- 
mony at C^enza. 

Several days elapsed without the appearance of the 
Soman courier, and I became yery impatient to rejoin my 
regiment. Notwithstanding the risk of discoyeiy, prompted 
equally by curiosity and nxunanity, I made a last visit to 
those frightful vaults, to free the remaining captive. 

Hie stillness of midnight was around me when I entered, 
but a noisy singing rang through the echoing cells ; the 
measure was a boisterous sailor's carol, such as I had 
olten heard the fishermen singing, as they sat mending 
thedr nets on the shore of Messina. 

I beheld in the third captive, an Italian, kbout forty 
years of age, possessing a powerM and savage aspect^ 
strongly chained to a la^ge stone, which served nim tor a 
dhair and table, while apile of straw between it and the 
wall formed his bed. He was flourishing his arms and 
snapping his fingers whilst he sang, but ceased on my 
entrance, and re^rded me with a sullen stare of surprise. 
A large leathern flask, which stood on the stone near him, 
explamed the cause of his merriment. 

** "Ha. I thou cursed owl, that pokest about in the night, 
what seek you here, when you should be snug in the dor- 
mIteyP tip helm and away, black devil ! there's no girl 
here to confess — no one but Lancelloti of Friuli, a bom 
imp of Etna, who will break every bone in your hypocri- 
tical body, if it comes within reach of his grapnels f" 

" The pirate — ^the companion of Petronio !" I exclaimed ; 
"are you that Lancelloti of whom I have heard so much? 
Astonishing I" 

** Ho ! ho ! what are you talking about P" asked the cap- 
tive, rolling his great head about. " I tell you, signer 
Canonico, uiat I am Osman Carora, a jovial monk of 
Friuli-— (what am I saying?) yes, Priuli — ^would I was 
there again ! Never have I seen a prospect equal to the 
fair Carinthian mountains, and the deep rocW dales 
through which the Isonza sweeps on to the Gulf of 
Trieste. It was my hap to look for many a dreary day 
through the iron bars of my dormitory on that g^uli, and 
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afterwards to sail, with royals aad sky-sails set, every rope 
a-taunto, and the red &BLg of Mahomet flying at the fore- 
mast hei^. Accursed bishop ! I may revenge me yet, if 
the good friend who brings me this jolly flask every night 
proves true. Ah, TrufS, though crooked in form and cross 
m spirit, thou art an angel of ught to me !" 

" Truffi !'* said I ; " mean you Gaspare P" 

The renegade, moved alternately by brutality, rage, and 
maudlin sentimentality, burst into a shout of dmnkein 
laughter. 

" You know him — ^ha ! ha ! and are a jolly priest, after 
all. Alia akbar ! instead of a prying monkish spy, I find 
you a comrade. Thou, who knowest Graspare, must doubt- 
less have heard of me. He is now in Canne, planning my 
escape from this cursed cockpit, to which the double-dyed 
villany of Petronio has consigned me. Graspare was my 
stanch gossip in the cloisters of Eriuli, and my master-at- 
arms and factotum on board the Crescent; ma ingenuity 
alone saved me when I had nearly fallen into the <3utches 
of the grand bailifl*, for slaying the Capitano Batello. Fi ! 
the recollection of that adventure haunts me yet ; the 
glazing eyes, the clenched teeth, the pale visage, and the 
gleanung sword ; the silver hairs, and the old man's blood 
streaming on the white dress and whiter bosom of his 
daughter ! O, cursed flask !" said the ruffian, pausing to 
squeeze the leathern bottle. " May every monk and mol- 
lali anathematize thee in the name of Christ and 
Mahomet, for thou art now empty, useless, and u^n thy 
vacuity I cry anathema! Beautiful wert thou indeed, 
Paula Batello, and too pure a being for such a serpent as 
Lancelloti to behold !'* 

" Caro signor, I would gladly hear her story." 

** And so thou shalt ; firstly, oecause thou are a comrade 
of our Apollo with the hump ; secondly, because I would 
like to hear thy opinion upon it ; and, thirdly, because I 
love to have some one to talk to in this blasted vault, 
whose walls I would that Satan rent asunder and ruined 
for ever." And, without further preface, he commenced 
the following story, which deserves a chapter to itself. 
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CHAPTEE XLVL 



THE monk's 8T0ST. 



The Gapitano Batello was an old soldier of the Venetian 
repnblic, who, after an active life, retired to spend the 
winter of His days among the woody solitudes of Frinli. 
ALL the yillaee loved the good old capitano, who made 
wooden sworas and flags for the children, and retailed his 
campaigns and adventures a thousand times to the fre- 
quenters of the cantina, where he was the military and 
political oracle ; and at mass, all made way for the white- 
haired old man, when he came slowly marching up the 
aisle, with the Si^orina Paula leaning on his arm. The 
old soldier's doublet was perhaps a httle threadbare, or 
his broad hat glazed at the edge ; yet he never forgot his 
rank, even when struggling for existence with half aduca- 
toon a day. 

But Paula, the ffentle-voiced, the blue-eyed and fair- 
haired Paula, was me admiration of alL — the glory of the 
village ; and the old captain watched her as a miser would 
a precious jewel. Beard of Ali ! she would have brought 
a princely sum at Algiers. 

She was beautiful, and her soft blue eyes looked one 
fiilly and searchingly in the face, with all the confidence 
of perfect innocence. Her mother was gone to heaven, aa 
the captain said, when he engaged me as tutor to Paula 
and her brother, an office for which I received a trifle, 
that went into the treasury of San Baldassare — a trap 
which swallowed everything. The boy, Eosario, was a 
chubby little rogue, ana for a time I took pleasure in hear- 
ing their lisping accents, as they conned over their task 
in an arbour which Paula's hands had formed, at the back 
of their little cottage. 

Thunder ! how often have I looked back with astonish- 
ment on those days, when on the gun-deck of the Orescent 
I stood at the head of five hundred of the boldest hearts 
of Tunis and Tripoli. Who then could have recognized 
in Osman, the bloodthirsty, the hypocritical Fra Lancel- 
loti P Yes ! I was ever a hypocrite, and regarded with 
scorn and detestation the sombre garb which tied me 
to the monastery. But my fate was not in my own 



846 ADYBNTVBBS OF AH AIDE-DE-CAMP. 

liands ; my parents were a son and daughter of old mother 
church, and I came into the world very imfortunately for 
both parties. They threw me into the lantern of San 
Baldassare, where, thirty years before, my father had been 
found himself. As a reward for giving me life, my mother 
died in the dxmgeons of San Marco, and my father ex- 
piated his share in the matter at the first general auto- 
do'fi; so you see that I come of a martyred Bimily. 

A prisoner from my boyhood upwards, I looked upon 
the world as a realm of light and joy, from which I was 
for ever debarred by those mysterious vows which the 
monks had induced me to profess, before their meaning 
was understood. When, from my iron grate, I looked on 
the vale of the winding Isonza, blooming wiUi foliage and 
verdure, and bounded by the blue Carinthian hilk, and 
listened to the rushing sound of the free, bold river, how 
intense were my longmgs to follow its course to where it 
plunged headlong into the Gulf of Trieste, — where, for 
hours, I have watched the scudding sails, tiU my eyes and 
heart ached. O, hours of longing and of agony ! To see 
nature spread before me in allher glory, yet be unable to 
taste her sweets ; to be a prisoner without a crime. And 
love, or what the world calls love, I knew not what it was, 
though a secret spirit whispered within me : I longed to 
look on some fair face, and to hear a gentle voice reply to 
mine,— but love's magic, its mystery, and its madness, I 
was yet to learn. With a heart thus formed, and open to 
the assaults of that wicked little god, — ^whom the ancients 
should have depicted as a giant, — you may imagine my 
sensations on finding mysdf in the presence of Paula, 
whose face and form far outshone the mmous Madonna of 
our chapel. A hot blush suffused my cheek, but the fair 
fece of I^aula revealed only the rosy tinge of health, and 
her brow the calm purity of perfect innocence. I was 
silent and awed in her presence : an Italian monk awed by 
a girl of seventeen ! 

with evening, I returned to the cloisters, and a chill 
sank upon my heart as their cold shadows fell over me. I 
was in my old dormitory, where the truckle-bed, the po- 
lished skull, the cross, and rough vaulted roof, seemed yet 
the same : but I was changed. The recollection of Paula's 
8ofb, gazelle-like eyes and snowy breast never left me for a 
moment, and I passed a sleepless night. 
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" O, that I were a soldier or a cavalier, for then Batello 
would respect, and his daughter might love me : but a 
priest — a priest — anathema ! anathema ! there is no hope 
for me — none ! O, malediction ! why did I ever behold 
thee, Paula !" 

Thus passed the night. Koon found me again in the 
arbour of Batello's garden : the golden-haired and ruddy- 
cheeked Sosario was drawling over his task, but I neither 
heard nor beheld him. I saw only his sister, who, seated 
beneath the shadow of the luxuriant rose-trees, was im- 
znersed in the glowing pages of the warrior bard, Luigi 
Transilla^ the brave follower of Piero di Toledo. 

The rajs of the sun streamed between the foliage of the 
arbour, lighting up her fair ringlets, which glittered like 
Bving gold ; her white neck sparkled in the same mys- 
terious radiance, — ^a glory seemed around her, and uie 
aofb, calm aspect of her downcast face, made her seem the 
very ima^e of our lovely lady, the famed Madonna of 
Oantarim. Intoxicated with her appearance, I trembled 
when addressing her, while she entered frankly into con- 
versation with me, on the merits of the soldier's poems. 
Pull and calmly her mild eyes gazed on mine, yet no sus- 
picion struck her of the passion which glowed within me, 
and which I dared not reveal, for death was the doom, — 
on &e one hand, her firm father's poniard ; on the other, the 
dungeons of the Piombi, or the horrors of the holy office. 

By night, the ravings of my dreams were heard by the 
tenants of the adjoining dormitories, Petronio, and Truffi 
the crookback, and they soon learned from my mutterings 
that I loved Paula, the daughter of the Signor Batello. 
Petronio, — ^the same accursed Petronio, who, from his 
archiepiscopal palace, sent forth the mandate which en- 
tombed me nere, when, after a tough battle with a Maltese 
cruiser, I was cast, half-drownea and bleeding, on the 
beach of Canne, — ^Petronio, whose matchless hypocrisy 
makes his villany even of a deeper dye than mme, then 
came to act the part of friend, to counsel me to destruc- 
tion, and to become the evil genius of the good Batello and 
his innocent children. 

A thorough Italian monk, dark, gloomy, and supersti- 
tious, he was my senior by fifteen years, and had secretly 
plunsed into all the excesses of Venice. Like the fiendisb 
Luncnba^k, he was an adept in every dissimulation and 
debauchery, and boasted or his exploits, till, ashamed of 
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had informed her of the migfahr secret which preyed 
my heart, and which my lipe dared not rereal, until 
pturooB moment when t perceived the mntual flame 
fcroffgled in her bosom. Then, hut not till then, did 
r lorth a rhapsodjr expressire of mr lore, when, 
ng to its burning impulses, all the long-concealed 
r of my heart burst at once upon her ear. Love lent 
t to my eyes, a grace and gesture to my figure, and 
ted new eloquence to my tongue ; I was no longer 
f, — ^no more the cold, cautious friar, but the impc*- 
Italian lover. The monk was forgotten in the man 
TOW8, in the delight of the moment ; and the lovely 

sank upon my shoulder, overcome with love and 
. O, hoar of jov ! when I first pressed my trembling 
that soft and beautiful cheek. Long years of pe- 
tsad of prayer, of dreary repining, orsoul-crushing 
Lation and sorrow, were all repaid by the bliss m 
mBiBoe, which I have never forgotten. No ! not all 
Mvs that have passed since then — ^not all the dark 
ies I have planned and perpetrated, and they are 
—not all the dangers I have dared, and they are 
ien as the hairs of your head — not all the toils 
useries of a life, can efiace it from my memory. 

happy then : I who. perhaps, have never been so 

botstep aroused us, and the blushing girl shrank 
me as the little boy, Eosario, came gambolling to- 
the arbour, with a chaplet for her Imir. I cast a 
glance of hatred upon him. Even Paula was 
I, and refused to receive the flowers, upon which 
did wept, and, pulling my cassock, prayed me to 
9 his sister for being so coy. 

x>ld her. Father I^ncelloti," said he, rubbing his 
ing eyes with his plump little hands, '* for she will 
r fiss me, nor receive my roses, to put among her 
' hair, as she used to love to do." 
tve me the flowers, child," said I : '*' sliall / kiss 
Paula for you, Kosario P" 

, yes, yesV* cried the httle boy, "or sister Paula 
iss you, and then me." 

r Iros met, and the agitated and infatuated Paula 
loect the child, who laughed, and clapped his hands 
nnocent glee, and yet he knew not at what. At that 
nty the long sword of the captain janedoii\3E^ ^cw^ 
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walk, and his hesYj tread rang beneath the trellis of the 
garden. Aware tnat, as a pnest, I had wronged him in. 
me declaration made to his daughter, and that I had com- 
mitted a deadlj sin before God, I shrank from meeting 
him, and, leanmg over the garden-wall, returned to the 
monastery, wnere, not without sensations of triumph, I 
recounted my conquest to Petronio and the hunchbaek. * 

Three days I visited her as usuial, and rejoiced in the 
success of my amour; for I loved her tenderly and 
dearly. My air was so sanctified, that the most jealous 
guaroian would not have suspected me ; then how much 
less the good Batello, who, hj his profession, had been 
accustomed to intercourse with men of the strictest 
honour, and suspected no man of duplicity, because his 
own brave heart was guileless. 

My rose-bud of love was just beginning to bloom, when 
matters were doomed to have a terrible crisis. 

One bright forenoon, when Eosario had finished his 
task, I was about to return to Friuli, and merely bowed 
to Paula, because her father was present. 

" Brother Lancelloti," said he, grasping my cope, ''hast 
heard the news? The senate is about to declare war 
against the Turks, and the capeletti are to be doubled. 
jOTave news for an old soldier, eh P I may be a coloneUo, 
with Bosario for captain I Come hither, thou chubby 
rogue — wouldst like to be a captain ?** 

"O, yes, if sister Paula would plav with me as she 
used to do, and kiss me, instead of Fatner Lancelloti." 

" Bosario, what sayest thou P" cried the fierce old 
soldier, with a stentorian voice, while Paula grew pale as 
death, and my spirit died away within me; but the 
terrified child made no reply. The captain's face was 
black with rage ; his eyes sparkled, and stem scorn curled 
his lin ; yet ho spoke calmly. 

" (to— go, Fatner Lancefloti, and may God forgive you! 
I will not require the services of your £uthful reverence 
from to-day. Away — ^march ! or you may fare worse : 
dare not to come here again ; I am Annibal Batello — ^thou 
knowest me!" And, touching the hilt of his sword, he 
turned on his heel and left me. 

I rushed away, overwhelmed with bitterness, rage, 
and humiliation, and hating Bosario with tiie hate of a 
iSend. 
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To Tniffi and Petronio my story was the source of 
•endless merriment ; the hunchback snapped his fingers, 
whooped, and laughed till the cloisters rang with his 
elfish joy. Deprived of my mistress, whom I dared not 
visit for dread of the captain's sword, stung by the taunts 
of my friends, dejected and filled with gloomy forebodiags, 
the cloisters soon became intolerable to me. I formed 
many a romantic and desperate scheme to rid myself of 
those cursed trammels which monkish dupHcity had cast 
around me in boyhood ; but thoughts of the noly office, 
the Piombi, and the fate of my Stther, filled me with 
dismay, and I dared not fly from Friuli. 

One day, whilst wandering far up the banks of the 
Isonza, with a heart swollen by bitter thoughts, I plunged 
into the deepest recesses, in search of solitude. Ileaching 
the cascade which falls beneath the ancient castle of Fana, 
I paused to listen to the rushing water, whose tumult so 
much resembled my own mind. The voice of no living 
thing, save that of the lynx, broke the stillness around 
me ; the lofty trees of the dense forest, clad in the richest 
foliage of summer, cast a deep shadow over the bed of the 
dark blue stream, which swept noiselessly on, between 
gloomy impending cliffs, until it reached the fall, where it 
poured over a broad ledge of rock, and thundered into a 
terrible abyss, whence the foam arose in a mighty cloud, 
white as Alpine snow. Bearing its grey and mossy towers 
high above the waving woods, the shattered rocks, and 
roaring river, the ancient castello looked down on the 
solitude beneath it. A mighty place in days gone by, it 
had been demolished by the bailiff of Friuli, for the 
crimes of Count Giulio, and was now roofless and ruined ; 
the green ivy clung to the carved battlement, and the 
rays of the bright sun poured aslant through its open 
loops and empty windows. But the scenery soothed not 
my heart ; I burned for active excitement, to shake off the 
stupor that oppressed me. 

A turn of the walk brought me suddenly upon the little 
boy, Eosario, who was weaving a chaplet of wild roses and 
trailing daphne, culled, doubtless, for the bright tresses of 
Paula Eemembering some stem injunction from his 
father, on beholding me, he fled as from a spectre. Like a 
tiger, I sprang after him ; fear added wings to his flight : 
but I was close behind. A fall on the rocks redoubled 

2a2 
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m^ an^er and impatience, and I caught him by his long, 
faur hair, while he was in the very act of laughmg at my 
mishap. 

" Cursed little babbler !" said I, shaking him roughly ; 
** what deservest thou at my hands P" 

" Spare me, good Father Lancelloti, and I will never 
offend again." 

" Silence, or I will tear out thy tongue I" 

My aspect terrified him, and he screamed on his father 
and Paula to save him. 

" Paula I" said I, shaJting him again ; " thy devilish 
tongue hath destroyed Paula and me too." 

" Spare me !*' said he, whimpering and smiling ; " and 
pretty sister Paula will kiss you for my sake." 

"Anathema upon thee!" His words redoubled my 
fiiry, and I spat on him. The cascade roared beside 
me, the deepest solitude was around us, hell was in my 
heart, and the devil ^ded my hand ; I launched th^ 
screaming child from me rocks ; headlong he fell through 
the air, and vanished in the cloudy spray of the vast abyss. 
The bright sun became suddenly obscured by a cloud, and 
a deeper gloom stole over the dell of Fana ; the ruined 
tower seemed a monstrous head, and its windows invidious 
eyes looking down on me — the landscape swam around, 
and I heard a cry of murder above the roar of the cas- 
cade. The yeU of a lynx completed my terror, and I 
rushed in frenzy from the spot. * * • • 

I was in my dormitory : the darkness of night was in 
my soul and all around me ; overwhelmed with an excess 
or horror for my wanton crime, I spent the night in tiie 
agonies of penance and prayer, and making mental vows 
to sin no more. Had the tmiverse been mine, I would 
have given it, that Eosario might be restored to life. O, 
that 1 coidd have lived the Last day over again, or have 
blotted it for ever from my mind ! JBut, alas I the strong 
and dark fiend had marked me for his own. Through the 
silence of the still, calm night, came the rush of the 
distant river ; there was madness in the sound, but I 
could not exclude it, and the cry of the poor child mingled 
ever with its roar. Humble in spirit and contrite in heart, 
at morning matins I bowed down in prayer among tihe 
brotherho(3. The sublime symphonies of the hymn Veni 
Creator, or of the litanies of our lady of Loretto, the song 
of the choir and the meUifiuous strain of the organ, rang 
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beneath the vaulted dome hke the yoice of God and the 
knell of death ; and yet they spoke of ho^e — ^hope to the 
repentant — and I prostrated myself before the altar ; 
tears burst from my eyes, and the fire of my heart was 
assuaged. 

I left the monastery to seek some calm solitude, wherein 
to pour forth my soul in secret prayer, but my evil cenius 
was beside me, and guided me to detection and dis- 
grace. I wandered on, but knew not and cared not 
whither, wishing only to fly from the haunts of men and 
my own burning thoughts. Yain idea! Bosario, as 
he sank among me spray, his sister's tears, his father's 
sorrow, were ever before me, and I looked upon myself 
with horror. 

" Good father," cried a voice, disturbing my dreadful 
reverie ; " O, reverend signor, help, in the name of the 
Blessed Trinity !" 

I started with dismay — ^what did I behold P The white- 
haired veteran, Batello, bearing in his arms the dripping 
corpse of Bosario, while Paula clung to him, overcome with 
sorrow and terror. Even the venerable goat-herd, whose 
crook had fished up the dead child, was moved to tears ; 
while I, the cause oi the calamity, looked on with unmoved 
visage. Was it an index of my mind ? O, no 1 a serpent 
was gnawing my heart ; I coula have screamed with asonj, 
and my breath came dose and thick. I trembled and 
panted while Batello spoke. 

** Fra Lancelloti," said he, " thou comest upon me in an 
hour of deep woe, when I have much need of godly conso- 
lation ; but not from thy lips. A week ago, we quarrelled : 
I know the weakness ot the human heart, and from the 
bottom of my soul forgive thee, for in this terrible moment 
I cannot look on any man with anger. Pass on, in the 
name of G^ ! for tny presence is — 1 know not why — 
peculiarly hateful to me at this moment. Many a dead 
face have I looked upon by breach and battle-field, but 
thou — ^my Kosario— thy mother — " and the old soldier 
kissed his dead child, and wept bitterly. 

The goat-herd, who had been observing me narrowly, 
BOW wluspered in Batello's ear. His eyes glared; and, 
relinquishing the body, with one hand he grasped his 
sword, with the other my throat. 

" Double-dyed villain ! — ^hypocrite ! — ^thou knowest of 
this, and canst say how Eosario died! Speak, or ihia 
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sword, never yet stained with the blood of a coward, shall' 
compel thee !' 

"Sacrilege !" I gasped, while Paula swooned ; " Sacri- 
lege ! — ^I am a priest — " 

" Eosario's hand grasps part of a rosary — ^lo ! thy chap- 
let is broken, and the beads are the same. Speak, ere I 
slay thee ! " and he drew his sword. 

TrembHng, I glanced at my girdle ; bnt a half of my 
chaplet hung there ; the other was grasped in th& 
tenacious hand of Eosario. Overwhdbned with terror, I 
attempted to escape ; and, in the blindness of his ^xry, the 
old man struck me repeatedly with his sword, while he^ 
cried aloud for help. Gfransported wititi ftiiy at ihe sight 
of my own blood, and dreading discovery, I became nuui, 
and plunged yet deeper into crime : closing with him, my 
strength and youth prevailed over his &ame, now en- 
feebled by age, wounds, and long campaigns ; I struck 
l^im to the eajrth, and with his own sword stabbed him to 
the heart. His blood streamed over Paula — ^I remember' 
nothing more. I fled to the hills, and, throwing off my 
upper vestments, wandered in wild places, far from the 
reach of the G-rand Bailiff, who offered lore hundred 
ducats for my head, sent the carbineers of G-radiska and 
the vassals of the duchy, to hunt me down, and es- 
tablished such a close chain of communication along the 
frontiers, that escape was almost impossible. He solemnly 
vowed to avenge the murder of Batello (who had been the 
Mend and fellow-soldier of his father, the old count of 
Lanthiri), and I should assuredly have become his victim, 
and been consigned to the gallows or the holy oflSice, had I 
not been joinea by Graspare Truffi ; who, after transferring 
to his own pouch every bajoccho in the convent treasury, 
had come to share my fortunes in the wilderness. 

Changing our attire, we embarked for Greece ; but were 
captured on Calabria by a corsair of Tunis. Whereupon, 
I mstantly turned Mussulman, and served his highness 
the Bey with such courage and devotion, that, as Osman 
Carora, I became the idol of the Tunisians, and terror of 
the Mediterranean. Enough! — ^thou knowest the rest. 
Shipwreck and the fortune of war placed me in the power 
of my old friend Petronio — and I am here." 

"And Paula?" 

" Became contessa di Lanthiri, and soon fotsot poor 
J5d LanceUotL" 



A NABBOW SSCAFB. 355. 

Such, was the story related to me by the third captive 
whom those vaults contained : I have jotted it down just 
as it was related to me ; but without the many pauses of 
maudlin grief, or oaths of ra^e^ with which his half-in- 
toxicated state caused him to mtersperse it. 

I need hardly add, that I left this deliberate ruffian to. 
his fate, locking all the doors securely behind me ; and, to' 
make the keeper more alert in future — as I intended to 
return no more — ^I left my false keys in his niche in the 
little chapel. The terrified warder, on finding a set of 
keys the exact counterpart of his own, declared they must 
have belonged either to Virgil, or to the devil ; they were 
destroyed, the vaults sprinkled with holy water, and the. 
wizard was seen no more. 



CHAPTEE XLVII. 

A NABBOW ESCAPE, 

It was a clear and beautifiil morning when I issued 
forth on my return to the cardinal's viOa. As I passed a 
cantina by the roadside, imder a trellis in &ont of it, I 
encountered two personages, whom I had no wish to meet 
on that side of Massena's lines ; the surly Captain Pepe, 
who treated me so insultingly at Crotona, and Truffi, the 
hunchback, whom I recognized, notwithstanding his dis- 
guise — a white Cistercian frock and shovel hat. Draughts, 
dominoes, and wine-horns were before them; and they 
had apparently passed the night at the table over 
which they leaned, sleeping away the fimies of their 
potations. 

As I passed, an unlucky house-dog^ leaped forth from 
Us barrel, jellmg and al^ his !hai/ The captain, 
yet half intoxicated, started up and felt for his sword, 
and I saw a bastia knife gleaming in the long lean fingers 
of the cripple. 

" Corpo ! '* said he, " 'tis only a priest." 

" Hola! call vou that fellow a priest?" replied Pepe, 
balancing himself with difficulty ; but, drunk as he was, ne 
had the eyes of a lynx, and knew me in a moment. " Mille 
haionettes ! an English spy. Ah, Monsieur Aide-de-camp 
—villain ! Hola, the quarter-guard ! Hola ! the provost, 
and the noose from the nearest tree ; a la lanteime .'" 
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He staggered towards me with his drawn sabre, and I, 
supposin;^ me cantina was full of soldiers, became alarmed, 
as the hideous Truffi yelled and whooped till the welkin 
rang. My death was certain, if captured : not even York 
could have saved it, or those important despatches with 
which the general intrusted me. But I thought less of 
them than of Bianca, life, liberty, and honour. I easily 
wrenched Pepe's sabre from him, and knocked him down 
with my clenched hand ; his head clattered on the hard, 
dusty road, and he lay motionless. TrufOl rushed on me 
with his poniard, but I dealt him a blow across the head 
with my sabre, and he fell prone over the body of his 
companion. 

I fled to the villa, entered unseen, and threw myself 
panting upon my bed ; where, notwithstanding my fean 
and agitation, I soon fell fast asleep. 

In two hours after, I was awakened by Catanio, whose 
countenance betokened something unusual. My fiigt 
thought was of Captain Pepe. 

'* The courier has arrived from Bome, and his majesfy 
awaits you." I leaped up, joyful at being undeceived so 
agreeably. 

" Has he brought the si^ora's dispensation?" 

" His majesty has not said." 

My toilet was soon completed, and I was ushered into 
the presence of the cardinal, who was seated at break&st. 
His Irish valet was in attendance. The plainness of hia 
equipage contrasted strongly with the splendour of his 
pretensions. He was busy reading, and heard not our 
approach. 

" You see him, perhaps, for the last time," whispered 
Catanio. " Behold P does there not reign around him a 
mystic dignity that makes him seem as much a king as if 
he stood in the halls of Windsor or Holyrood P Ah, who 
can look on such a man, declining into the vale of life, 
venerable with years, the majesty and memory of a^es, 
without being moved.P But this is a cold and ^culatmg 
age, without veneration for the past ; and the regrets ot 
those who love it provoke but a smile from the selnsh and 
unreflecting." 

Without partaking of his enthusiasm, I was not a little 
moved by his tone and words. 

'* Catanio^ place a chair for Captain Dundas," said the 
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cardinal, perceiving us. " Sir, you will breakfast with me, 
as I have intelligence for you. Our most holy father 
has been pleased to dispense with the vows of the Signora 
d'Alfieri, at my intercession, and on presenting this docu- 
ment to the abbess at Canne, she will be free to quit the 
conyent and resume her place in society. This is the 
despatch from the spedizioniere of the papal court." 

I returned thanks with suitable sincerir^ of manner. 

" Zamori, a Calabrian fisherman of Gierazzo, is now in 
the harbour of Canne with his little vessel, which, as 
Catanio informs me, will sail in the evening ; on receipt 
of my order, Zamori will convey you to any part in Caia- 
bria,*or place jrou on board the British frigate, now cruising 
in the Adriatic." 

" A fisherman's bark will be but a comfortless place on 
these rough waters for the delicate signora. But O, most 
sincerely have I to thank your eminence for the interest 
you have taken in this matter, and the kindness you have 
shown me." 

'' Captain Dundas, here at least I am a king !" said the 
old man, whose broad brow became clouded for the first 
time. ** Though exiled, fo^otten by Britain, and standing 
on the verge of the tomb, I will yield my pretensions only 
with my Is^t breath." 

My reply was interrupted by the jqpTOarance of six 
French soldiers, with a sergeant, comiiv down the avenue 
at a quick pace, with their bayonets ^ea. I remembered 
my encounter with Fepe, the keen glances of Compere in 
the church, and all the dangers of my situation flashed 
upon me : I stood, irresolute whether to fight, fly, or 
surrender. 

" Sir, they are no doubt in pursuit of you," said the 
cardinal, his aged cheek beginning to flush ; " but will 
they dare to cross my threshold ? Alas ! what will they 
not ? The invasion of Eome, the expulsion of the sacred 
college, and the seizure of Pius himself, are yet fresh in 
my recollection. Catanio meet them at the porch, and in 
^e name of God dare them to enter the house of one of 
his servants !" 

"Alas !" rep lied Catanio, " let me implore your majesty 
to pause. We are but three aged and u^urm men, against 
veyein soldiers, armed, insolent, and rapacious, as the fol- 
lowers of a umirper ever are." 
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" This is no time for delay. Away, Captain Dundas !" 
exclaimed York ; " you must fly. Catanio will lead you to 
the beach ere the house is surrounded. Farewell, sir ; a 
long farewell to you : we may never meet again." 

Deeply moved by the old man's manner, I bowed, and, 
accordmg to the custom, kissed the hand he extended 
towards me ; a massive ruby ring — ^the great coronation 
ring of our ancient kings — sparkled on his flnger. 

Catanio hurried me away, and, by the most imfrequented 
paths we reached the beach, while the soldiers surrounded 
and searched the villa. 

The cardinal died a few months afterwards, at Home, in 
the eighty-second year of his age, and was buried between 
his father and brother at Frescati. Henry IX. is inscribed 
on his tomb, which the genius of Canova has adorned with 
the most splendid sculpture. It is a curious fact, that till 
the last day of his life, the cardinal was in communication 
with many men of rank, wealth, and power, who seemed 
still to have entertained the chimerical nope of placing him 
on the British throne ; and many documents discovered 
after his decease, and now preserved in our archives, prove 
that his family had, even then, numerous adherents in the 
1iu*ee kingdoms ; some of them men whom the government 
could littie have suspected of such sentiments. Buona* 
parte, too — ^that overtumer of kings and kingdoms — 
IS said to have expressed a wish to place him on the 
throne, and, as an earnest of his iriendship, robbed him 
of his French estates ; but the star of the Stuarts had 
set. Greorge HI. kindly and wisely passed over in silence 
the names of those whose romantic enthusiasm, or poli- 
tical bias, the papers of the cardinal-duke had so awk- 
wardly revealed. 

I got on board Zamori's little sloop in safety, and, in 
obemencetothe cardinal's command, the warp was cast off, 
tiiie sweeps run out, and he anchored about half a mile 
from the shore. Catanio left me, promising to return after 
dusk with the signora, whom I anxiously awaited, expecting 
every minute to see bayonets ghttering oH the sunny beach* 
or a boat filled with armed men push off towards the 
barque of Zamori. 

Tne latter was a garrulous old fellow, whose tongue gave 
me very Httle time for reflection. Night began to close ovei 
Canne, and I beheld its approach with joy ; the dsy had, 
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seemed interminably long. The evening gnn was fired 
from the French fort, the tricolour descended from its 
lampartB, and I heard the evening hymn floating over the 
^B8ey sea from the various craft around us, where many of 
the sailors lay stretched upon bundles of sails, smolong 
cigars, tinkling the mandolm, and enjoying the rich sunset 
of their glorious cltme. Sinking behmd the mountains, 
the sun bade us adieu, darkness gradually crept along the 
winding shore, and white vapours curled in fantastic 
shapes from the low flats and ravines ; slowly and brightly 
the moon soared into view, bathing land and ocean in a 
flood of silvery light. 

I lay on a bundle of sails listening to the skipper's legends 
of the joung coimt of Caulonia, who fell in love with a 
mermaid that arose from her coral cave in the Grulf of 
Gierazzo, and sat beneath his castle walls singing as the 
syrens sung to Ulysses, and of the wondrous demon-fish 
caught in STaples, in 172^, with a man in armour in its 
stomach, and Heaven knows what more. Hearing the 
dash of oars alongside the JSchino, as Zamori's bark was 
named, and seeing a boat shoot under her quarter, I 
leapt up. I went to the side, and received Catanio, who 
handed up Francesca d'Alfieri. The poor girl was so happy 
to find herself free, and intrusted to my care, that she could 
only weep with joy, uttering sobs in the depths of an ample 
satm faldetta which the abbess had given her, with two 
rosemary sprigs sewn crosswise in front, to scare away 
evil spirits. 

" Farewell to you, captain !" said Catanio, or Dimcan 
Catanach ; " do no not forget us, when you go home to the 
land we love so well." 

" Grood-bye ; God bless you, old man !" I replied, as the 
boat was pushed off and moved shoreward. 

The darK grave has long closed over the faithful Catanach 
and his illustrious master ; but memory yet recalls the old 
man's visage : I can see it, as I saw it then,-yclouded by 
honest sorrow, and its hard, wrinkled features tinged by tne 
light of the moon. 

An hour afterwards, we were ploughing the waters of the 
gulf, with the broad latteen sail of the JEchino bellying 
taut before the breeze, as she cleft the billows with her 
sharp-beaked prow. Zamori grasped the tiller with im- 
portant confidence ; the crew, his two athletic and black- 
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browed sons, remained forward, and I seated myself beside 
the signora, who, permitting her hood to fall back, the 
moon shone on her beautiful features and flossy hair. 
So daQgerouB an attraction near old Zamori disturbed 
his steering, and the JSchino yawed till her sail flapped to 
the mast. 

''A sweet face!" he muttered, as the boat careened 
over ; " but it will work mischief, like the mermaids." 

" O, signor, I am happy, so verv happy !" said Fran- 
oesca; the richness of her tone, and the artlessness of her 
manner moved me. ** Shall we soon see Calabria?" 

** That is Capo Trionto," said I, pointing ahead. 

*' Dear Calabria," she exclaimed, kissing her hand to the 
distant coast ; " there was a time when I thought never to 
behold thee more ! Beautiful star !" continued the enthu- 
siastic girl, pointing to a twinkling orb ; ** signor, is it not 
lovely r alas ! 'tis gone ; perhaps it is a world !" she added, 
daspmg her hands, as it shot m)m its place and vanished. 
The increasing roughness of the sea, as we sailed along the 
high Calabrian coast, soon made fSrancesca imeasy ; her 
prattle died away ; she became very sick, and lav in the 
stern-sheets of me boat, covered up with Zamori s warm 
storm-jacket, and a spare jib— both rather coarse coverings 
for a lieautifdl and delicate female. At length she slept, 
and I was left for a time to my own reflections. 

About midnight, I was roused from a sound nap by 
Zamon. 

" Look around you, excellency," said he, in a whisper ; 
** saw you ever aught so splendid — so terrible P" 

Like a vast globe of gold, the shining moon was resting 
on the summit of Cape Tiionto, which, rising black as 
ebony from the ocean, neaved its strongly-marked outline 
iigainst the illuminated sky ; its ridge was marked by a 
streak of fiery yellow. The water was phosphorescent, 
the waves seemed to be burning around us, and we sped 
through an ocean of light ! The spray flying past our bows 
seemed like sparks of living fire ; the ropes trailing over 
the gunnel, and the myriads of animalcule which animate 
every drop of the mighty deep, were all shining with 
magic splendour. An exclamation of rapture esca;ped 
me; at that moment the moon sank down behmd 
Trionto ; in an instant, the sea became dark, and not a 
trace of all that glorious and magnificent illuininatioii. 
remained behind. 
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" Have jou seen these often, ZamoriP" 

" No !'' said ke, shuddering, and crossing himself; " but 
such sights never bode good. We shall have the French 
in Lower Calabria soon. 'Tis Fata Morgana/' he added, 
whispering ; ** she dwells in the Straits of Messina. I have 
seen lier palace of coral and crystal rise above the waves. 
She is a mermaid of potent power ; God send that we have 
no breeze before morning !'* 

Gape St. James was m sieht when the sun arose from 
the ocean, revealing all the ^ories of the beautiful coast 
and sparkling sea. After the stout Calabrians had knelt 
and prayed to a rudely-carved Madonna, nailed above the 
horse-shoe on the mast, I partook of their humble break- 
fast, which consisted of oHves, salt-fish, maccaroni, and 
sour wine ; the signora was too much indisposed to join 
us. 

I looked forward with pleasure to assuming my import- 
ant command at Scylla, but other prospects made me 
happier still. I welcomed the freshening breeze, as the 
little bark rushed through the surging sea which boiled 
over her gunnels, and roared like a cascade under her 
counter ; while the ruin-crowned or foliaged headlands, 
and the countless peaks which towered above them, 
changed their aspect everjr moment as we fiew on. I 
thought of my smiling Bianca, and hailed with joy the 
hills of Maida. We beheld the evening sun gildmg the 
Syla, and at night were off Crotona, and saw the lights 
glimmering in its narrow streets and gloomy citadel^ 
where Macleod was stationed with his Highlanders. 
Anchored close under its ramparts, lay the Amphion, and 
brave Hanfield's sloop of war, the Delight, The sky wa» 
dark and lowering, the sea black as ink ; everything por- 
tended a rough night, and I was well pleased that our 
voyage was over. 

My despatch for Captain Hoste required him to bring 
round the Itoss-shire Buffs without delay to Messina, ana 
the order was forthwith given to heave snort, to cast loose 
the sails, and lower away all the boats. 

My old friend Castagno, with a party of the Free Corps, 
formed the guard at me citadel gate ; I was immediately 
recognized, and, consigning the happy Francesca to his 
care, beat up the quarters of Macleod. I found him com- 
fortably carousing with Drumlugas and some of his officers, 
who were passing a portly jar ofgioja round the table with 
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great celerity. When the curiosity and laughter occa- 
sioned by my attire had subsided, and when the general's 
order had been read, I related my adventures, paflsing oyer 
ihe visits to tbe yaults, and the discovery of Francesca 
d'Alfieri. 

An hour before gun-fire, the Bu£& were all on board the 
filiate ; her ample canvas was spread to the breezes of the 
A<&iatic, and by sunrise we saw her yanish round the pro- 
montory of Lacinium. The cavaliere Benedetto, vdth tour 
hundred rank and file of the Free Corps, was left to hold 
Crotona ; while, by Macleod's order, I took command of a 
company of those troops which the Amphion could not 
accommodate ; that evening, bidding adieu to brave Cas- 
tagno (whom I never saw again), wo marched en route for 
St. Eufemio, where I was to see them safely embarked for 
Messina. 

Thanks to Macleod and his officers, my attire had now 
become a little more professional; one gave me a regi- 
mental jacket, another a tartan forage-cap, a third a sa^ 
jmd Drumlugas presented me vdth a very handsome 
sabre, of which he had deprived the Swiss colonel, whom 
he yanquifihed at Maida. In this motley imiform, I rode 
at the head of the Free Company, which formed a very re- 
spectable escort for Francesca and her sister, who accom- 
panied us ; both were mounted on fiery-eyed Calabrian 
horses, a breed famous for their strengtn and endurance. 
"While so many bayonets glittered around them, the ladies 
had no fear of banditti ; Ortensia laughing merrily, made 
her horse curvet and prance, and lent her soffc melodious 
voice to the jovial chorus with which the Italian soldiers 
lightened the toil of their morning, march. But Francesca 
was resCTved, and beneath her veil I often saw tears 
sufiusing her mild and melancholy eyes. 

" Dear Francesca, why are you so sad P" asked her 
sister ; " O, now is the time for joy ! See how brightly 
the sun shines on the distant sea, and how merrily tfaie 
green woods are waving in the Ijreeze. Most unkind, 
Francesca ! for your sake, I have left my poor Benedetto 
in that gloomy castle of Crotona. Laugh and be joyous. 
Think on the happiness awaiting us at home, ana tibe 
embrace of our dear little Bianca, when she throws her 
arms around you." 

" And Luigi," added Francesca, unable to restrain her 
tears. 
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The path we pursued was different firom that which I 
had travelled before, and the intense solitude around it 
was almost oppressive. We were marching through a 
"dense forest, where not a sound broke its stillness, save 
the cry of a solitary lypx, or the flap of an eagle's wing, as 
he soared to his eyrie in the sandstone cliffs, which reared 
their rugged front above the woodlands. White wreaths 
of distant smoke shot up in vapoury columns through the 

freen foliage, announcing that the wild contained other 
uman beings than ourselves, but whether these were poor 
charcoal-burners, or robbers roasting a fat buck on the 
green sward, we knew not. We passed one or two lonely 
cottages, where the labouring hinus were separating grain 
from it* husks, by the ancient modes— trampling the com 
imder the hoofs of cattle, or rolling over it a large stone 
drawn by a team of stout buffaloes. 

Calabria was then (and perhaps is yet) widely different 
from every other part of Italy ; its peculiar situation, its 
lofty mountains, its dense forests, spreading from sea to 
sea, and intersected by few roads, and its hordes of ban- 
ditti, made it dangerous and difficult of access to the artist 
and tourist; consequently, until the close of Manhes* 
campai^ of blood, it was an unknown territory to the 
rest of Europe. These circumstances rendered the natives 
rude in character, and revengeful in spirit, and thus a 
mighty barrier rose between the lower orders and the 
noolesse ; who (in the words of a recent writer on Italy), 
" live wholly apart from the people — ^they compose two 
entirely distinct worlds." 

After halting in forests during the sultry noon, canton- 
ing in villages, and marching in the cool morning and 
evening for two days, we arrived near Amato, a little town 
within a few leagues of the Villa d'Alfieri. We were 
traversing a deep pass of the Apennines, when the evening, 
which had been serene and fine, became clouded ; the 
lowering sky portended a coming tempest. We pushed 
on, at an increased pace, to reach a castellated villa, the 
residence of a Calabnan of rank, which we saw perched on 
an isolated mass of rock, about a league up the moimtains. 
Striking and picturesque appeared me vale of Amato, as 
the setting sun poured its last blaze of radiance down the 
deep gorge, between the dark wooded hills, gilding the 
crenellated battlements, Saracenic galleries, and Nonnan 
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keep of the distant castle, and reflected in the river, which 
glowed like a stream of molten gold between thickets of 
sombre cypress and fragrant orange-trees. Gradually the 
hue of the setting orb changed from bright saffron to deep 
red, and a flood of crimson lustre fell oyer everything, 
tincing the lofty hills, the thick woods, the glassy river, 
with a blood-rea tint, which rapidly became more sombre 
as the 8\m disappeared behind the pine-clad hills. Then 
thunder rumbled through the darkening sky ; gloomy 
banks of cloud came scudding across it, and volumes of 
vapour rolled away from the bed of the Amato. 

**0n, on!" cried Francesca ; "O, the storm wiU be a 
terrible one ; feel you not the very blast of the sirocco P 
Alas ! we may die among the mountains. Yonder is the 
residence of Gruelfo, the Buonapartist — ah! the subtle 
knave ! If we trust ourselves imder his roof, say not a 
word of Luigi, and mention not our names. Ah ! if he 
should recognize us ; you remember that terrible night with 
the conciarotti and the mob of Palermo. 

They pushed forward at a gallop, and I followed, afber 
leaving orders with old Signor Gismondo, who— as I ought 
to have mentioned before— was captain of the Free Com- 
pany, to continue his route, double-quick, to Amato, 
where we would rejoin him by daybreak next day. Gis- 
mondo waB now grave, reserved, and melancholy in the 
extreme ; but I was much pleased at renewing my ac- 
quaintance with him. Poor man ! it was fated to be of 
snort duration. We had scarcely separated, before the 
lightning gleamed between the splintered rocks of the pass ; 
the air became sulphurous, dose, and dense; in five 
minutes, it was dark ; we saw the luminous glow-worms 
sparkling amid the dewy grass beneath the shady foliage, 
while ever and anon the red lightning shot from peak to 
peak, illuminating the scenery with its lurid glare. After 
scrambling up a steep ascent, the face of which was scarped 
and defended by four pieces of French cannon, we reached 
the gate of this KeapoHtan lord, whom I had no wish 
to meet again, as his bad political bias had gained 
him an imfavourablc name in Calabria. Numerous 
towers and curtain-walls of red stone surrounded the 
building ; few windows were visible outwardly, and those 
were far from the ground, and well barred with time- 
worn stanchions. 
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Passing through a gate, snrmounted by a wolfs head 
cabossed on a snield, and surrounded by the collar of 
shells, with the crescent and ship of the Knights Argo- 
nauts of San Nicolo, we dismounted in the court-yard. 

** Alas ! for poor Gismondo and his soldiers !" exchumed 
Erancesca, as the gates were closed, and the descending 
storm burst forth in all its fury. 



CHAPTER XLVIII. 

CASTBLGUBLFO— THB WOLF OF AXATO. 

Bt the barone, a short and meagre little man of a most 
forbidding aspect, we were received with all due honour 
and courtesy, and without being recognized ; but his resi- 
dence was so full of armed men, that it could scarcely 
afford us accommodation, ample though its towers and cor- 
ridors seemed to be. 

" These are Lucchesi, the most hideous provincials of 
Italy ; those wanderers, who spread over all Europe with 
organs and monkeys," whispered Ortensia, as we passed 
through the court, which was crowded with the most 
saya^e-looking fellows imaginable. Many were half naked, 
or cmd only in the skins of sheep and lynxes, beneath 
which might be seen the remains of a ragged shirt, a tat- 
tered vest, or breeches, once red or yellow ; their legs and 
feet were bare; some had old battered hats, or red slouched 
caps; but the greater number had only their shock heads 
of hair, bleached by the weather till it was coarse as a 
charger's mane, and overhanging their gaunt, ferocious 
visages, grim with starvation and misery, which ever 
accompamed French invasion. A few wore the gallant 
bandit costume of the south, and all were carousing, and, 
filling the hollow towers, the dark arcades, and echoing 
corridors, with bursts of brutal laughter, to lighten their 
work ; for all were busy, polishing rifle and pistol-locks, 
and ^i;rinding the blades^f sabres, poniards, and pikes. 
My Ikir companions shrank with dismay from the hall 
windows when they viewed, the assembWe below, and 
even I did not feel' quite at ease ; especially after seeing 
about two hundred stand of French arms and accoutre- 
ments ranged along the vestibule. 

2 B 
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" Sipior Barone, you keep a strong garrison here," said 
I, smiling, while we surveyed the motley crew of ruffians 
£rom a lofty oriel : " do you expect Massena to pass the 
Amato soon?" 

" That would be superb ! " replied he, with a grin, which 
yevealed his ample and wolfish jaws. " No, no, 'tis only 
my good friend ScaxoUa, the valiant captain of four hun- 
dred free companions, who is here with his band; we are 
bound on a little piece of service together. Ha ! ha I if 
that fool Belcastro had not poisoned himself instead of the 
Maltese Ejiight, he would have been here too* 

At that moment, Scarolla approached: I attentively 
surveyed the celebrated bandit-chief, whose name, in the 
annals of Italian ferocity, stands second only to that of 
Mammone, " the blood-quaffer." He was above six feet 
high, and moulded like a Hercules ; dark as that of a 
Negro, his mean visage announced him a Lucchese ; long 
black hair himg down his back, and a thick beard fringed 
his chin. The band of his ample beaver, his velvet jacket, 
and manteUo, were covered with the richest embroidery, 
and a silver-hilted poniard glittered in his waist-belt, ^is 
brows were knit and lowering, his eyes keen and sinister : 
the ladies trembled beneath the bold scrutiny of his glance, 
and shrank close to my side for protection, whfle the 
withered little barone introduced us. 

** Signor Inglese, tiie valiant Capitano Scarolla ; braye 
men ought to know each other: you are both captains, 
remember." 

. " Serving under different leaders," I repKed, while bow- 
ing, and repressing a scornful smile. 

" Superba ! " cned the little barone, laughing and rub- 
bing his hands ; but Scarolla's brows knit closer, and his 
eyes kindled at my inuendo. 

The hall was now lighted bv several tall candelabra; 
their lustre was reflected from the gilded columns and pen- 
dants of the lofty roof, and the frames of dark, gloomy, 
and mysterious portraits of the ancient Guelfi, who seemed 
scowling from tneir panels on their degenerate descendant 
and his omworthy confederate. 

That ancient apartment, when viewed as I beheld it, 
one-half bathed in warm Hght, and the other sunk in cx>ld 
shadow, seemed the very scene of a romance; to which the 
graceful figures of the Signora del Castagno and her sister. 
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and the picturesque garb of the tall Scarolla, gave addi- 
tional ef^ct. Nor were appropriate sounds wanting, for 
a storm raged in the valley below, thunder growled in the 
mountains above, and the rain rushed like hail on the 
casements, the painted traceries of which were often Ht by 
fitful gleams oi the moon, or the blue forked lightning, a» 
it shot from hill to hill. 

Uneasy in the presence of Scarolla, the ladies, after a 
shght refreshment, withdrew to repose, promising to be 
up with the lark for our journey to-morrow. 

When travelling, or on active service, one is compelled 
to accommodate oneself to every kind of society, place, 
and circumstance; and, upon this philosophical j^inci^le, 
I made myself quite at home, and supped memly with 
the barone and bandit, of whom the servants stood in the 
greatest awe. Supper over, wine was produced : however 
abstemious the Italians may be, I saw no sign of the 
national iarait that night at Castelguelfo, where we drank 
the richest continental wines, emptying the decanters in 
rapid succession, as if we had been three Germans drink- 
ing for a wager. 

Kendered mellow by his potations, our host became 
talkative; and, in spite of tne nods and contemptuous 
frowns of the impatient Scarolla, informed me that he 
was collecting men to make a political demonstration, of 
which I ahould soon hear at JPalermo— an attack on a 
powerful feudatory, with whom he had a deadly quarrel, 
which the presence of our army only smothered for a 
time. 

" It will be superb," grinned the barone. " I hate him 
with the stem bitterness of a thorough old Calabrese. 
Thrice has he crossed me at court ; he caused Ferdinand 
to regard me with coldness and jealousy ; and when all 
the nobles of the province received the order of San Con- 
stantino, I alone was left imdecorated, and my name, the 
oldest in Naples, was forgotten. We have now the country 
tp ourselves ; and, taking advantage of the lull, all Italy, 
from Seylla to the Alps, shall ring with my retribution. 
Yesterday, Crotona was abandoned to the Calabri; the 
soldiers who fought and won at Maida have all with- 
drawn, and there is no one to mar my revenge. O, it 
will be signal! In their king's service, the followers of 
my foe are all in garrison at Keggio, and his residence is 

2b2 
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unprotected. I have a hundred sbirri well mounted 
armed, and faithful; Scarolla has four himdred of thi 
bravest rogues that ever levelled a rifle. Superba ! Loya 
visconte, beware the fangs of the Wolf! Per Baccho 
there shall be a idodem feud between the Guelfi an< 
AMeri, famous as that they had of old — ^ha ! ha ! " 

"The Villa d*Alfleri is then the point of attack, 
said I. 

" Superba !" screamed the little barone, who wa 
becoming more inebriated ; ** yes, I wiU clothe it 
walls in flames; and, if blood can quench them, the: 
so shall they be quenched. Yea, in blood, shed whez 
my ancestor's yet cries for vengeance. Viva Giusepp 
Buonaparte!*' 

"One alone shall be spared, excellency;" remarke 
Scarolla, who was also becoming excited. 

" So I have pronusedyou, prince of rogues, as th 
price of your services. The plunder of the villa belong 
to your followers, and to you falls that glorious pTi» 
the theme of our improvisatori, the pride of the Call 
brias " 

"Bianca d'Alfleri!" added Scarolla, his eyes lightin 
with insolent triumph. 

" Superb ! is she not P " laughed the barone. 

" God curse you both," I muttered, instinctively fee 
ing for my sabre, and ^ping down my wine, to hide tl 
passion that boiled withm me. I thanked heaven tiu 
they knew not of Gismondo and his company, by whoa 
I hoped the villa would be saved from this revengefi 
rebel. _ 

"When does the attack take place, signorP" 

" To-morrow, at midnight. We thII bum a lirfit at 8 
Eufemio that will astoniML the good citizens of jf essin 
and scare Fata Morgana in her ocean palace. Xoa are ( 
your way to Palermo P" 

I bowed. 

"Say, when you get there, that Castelguelfo is i 
league with Siguier, has burned the CTand bailiff, ju 
hoisted the standard of Giuseppe of Naples ; oospetfa 
the cross of the iron crown wiU outweigh the star 
Constantine !" 

" Success to ihe expedition, signori," said I, drinkiw 
conceal my anger and confusion. " Faith ! this is quix 
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revival of that ancient feud, of which the improvisator! 
sing 80 much." 

** And long will they sing of the diabolical treachery of 
the Alfieri." 

*' Signor, I would gladly hear tiie relation." 

** You shall, in a few words. You have heard of the 
famous fighting Dominican, Campanella, who, in 1590, 
raised the banner of revolt in the Cfalabrias ; my ancestor, 
Barone Amadeo, disgusted by Spanish misrule, joined him 
with three hundred men-at-arms ; but these were all 
defeated and slaughtered by the followers of the then 
Visconte Santugo, on the same field of Maida where you 
80 lately vanquished E^gnier. Then commenced the 
quarrel between the Guelfi and the Alfieri, which, though 
we never came to blows, has survived for two centuiies, 
and has settled down into coldness, mistrust, and jea- 
lousy, intrieuinff at court, and petty squabbling at home. 
We are old-fashioned people here ; but France holds out 
civilization and regeneration to us. Well, Messer Amadeo 
was defeated, and Santugo gave his castle to the flames, 
so that the Wolf of Amato might have nowhere to lay his 
head. An outcast, deserted by his followers and aban- 
doned by all, he wandered long in the wild forest of St. 
Eufemio, until, reduced to the last extremities of hunger 
and despair, he resolved to throw himself upon the 
generosity of his triumphant enemy ; /and, knocking at 
the gate of the castle of Santugo, craved the insolent 
porter to admit him to the visconte's presence. He was 
absent, fighting against Campanella ; but Theodelinde, of 
Bova, his young wife, resided at the castle during his 
campaign. 

" Graunt, firom long-continued misery, overgrown with a 
mass of beard and Imir, clad in tiie skms of his namesake 
the wolf, instead of the knightly Milan steel, and grasping 
a knotted staff in lieu of the bright-bladed falchion of 
Ferrara — Messer Amadeo had more the aspect of an 
ancient satyr than a Neapolitan cavalier. 

*' ' Madonna mia!' cried Theodelinde, with dismay, 
* Who art thou P' 

" * Signora, thou beholdest Guelfo, the persecuted lord 
of Amato, who is come to cast himself at thy feet. My 
territories spread jfrom the Tyrrhene to the Adriatic Sea ; 
they have passed away, my people are destroyed, my 
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castle is ruined, and I have nowhere to lay my head, save 
in the grave. Though thy husband's foe, take pity upon 
me, gentle signora : I am perishing with want, for the oan 
of G-od and the king are upon me, and no man dares to 
give me a morsel of oread or a cup of water.' 

" Gentle in spirit, and milder in blood than our Italian 
dames, Theodeunde came of an old Albanian race ; and, 
moved with pity, wept to behold a warrior of such high 
courage and birth reduced to such exceeding misery. 
Enjoining her maidens to secrecy, she provided him with 
food and raiment, and concerted means for his escape into 
G-reece. The unfortunate Amadeo waa grateful, and, 
touched with her generosity, swore on the cross that he 
would forgive the visconte for all the persecutions to which 
he had subjected him. That night he retired to rest in 
peace, beneath the roof of his deadliest enemy. 

" Lonff exhaustion caused a deep slumber to sink upon 
his eyelids, and he heard not the clang of hoofs and the 
clash of steel ringing in the wide qua£angle, announcing 
that Santugo h^ returned, flushed wim victory ana 
triumph, his sword reeking with the blood of the 
revolters. Theodelinde rushed forth to meet her hus- 
band, and their meeting was one of loy ; her tears of 
happiness fell on the stSel corslet of tne stem visconte, 
and he too rejoiced, for the Spanish king had promised to 
bestow upon nim all the possessions of Amadeo, if, before 
the festival of the Annunciation, which was but three 
days distant, he placed the Wolf's head on the high altar 
of St. Eufemio. 

" The gentle viscontessa knew not of this bloody 
compact, out presuming on the joy and tenderness 
displayed by her husband, and shrinking from a^ht that 
resembled duplicity, she led liim to the chamber of 
Amadeo. He was reposing on a stately couch, and 
fitfully the beams of the nidit-lamp fell on his pale 
forehead and noble features. He started, awoke, and saw 
— ^what P Theodelinde by his bed-side, with her stem 
husband clad in complete armour. Santugo, his 
barred visor up, regarded him with a lowering visajje ; 
while he grasped a heavy zagaglia, such as our estradiots 
used of old, and which glittered deadly, like the eyes of 
him who held it. Then TheodeHnde Imew, by the glare 
of that terrible eye, that Amadeo was lost, and she sank 
upon her knees. 
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" * O pity him and spare him for my sake ; spare him, if 
you love me, my husband/ 

" But the ruthless A 1 fieri heard her not — ^saw her not ; 
he beheld only the aggrandisement of his power, and 
hearkened only to the whisperings of avarice and enmity. 
Amadeo leaped up, but his foe was too swift for him. 
Hurled with equal force and dexterity, the zagaglia flew 
hissing from Santugo's hand, and its broad, barbed head 
clefb the skull, and lay quivering in the brain of Amadeo. 
Theodelinde sank down on the floor in horror ; while the 
visconte cut ofl" the head with his poinard, and knitting 
the locks to his baldrick, galloped to the church of St. 
Eufemio, where he flung the gory trophy on the altar. 
The ghastly skull remained there, on a carved stone 
bracket, for half a century ; until the cathedral of St. 
Eufemio was destroyed, on the anniversary of the deed, by 
the earthquake of 1638. Those who viewed its fall beheld 
a spectacle which was beyond description terrible ! The 
earth yawned, and the stately church with its three tall, taper 
spires ; its pinnacles, rich with Grothic carving; its windows, 
sparkling with li^tand gorgeous with tracery; its massive 
battlements and echoing aisles, sank slowly into the flaming^ 
abyss, — down, down, until the gilded cross on the tallest 
pinnacle vanished. Convents, stately palaces, and streets 
sank down with it, and where St. Eufemio stood, there 
lay a vast, black, fetid lake, rolling its dark sulphurous 
waves in the light of the summer moon. Ho ! ho ! what a 
tomb for the skuU of the Wolf ! 

" The Guelfi were landless outcasts, until, by the treaty 
of Utrecht, in 1713, Naples passed away from Spanisa 
domination ; and, imder Charles of Parma, my father 
recovered theoldpossessions of our house ; now, in imitation 
of Amadeo, I am ready for revolt ; and, with every chancd 
of success, to-morrow shall unroll the banner of Joseph 
of ISTaples, whom Madonna bless! To-morrow, let the 
Alfleri and loyalists beware : I will not spare even the 
linnet in the cage, or the dog that sleeps on the hearth. 
Drink, ScaroUa, to the Signora Bianca, who by to-morrow 
eve will be hailed as the gay caj^itanessa !" 

But ScaroUa heard him not : his head had fallen forward 
on his breast, and long ere the host's story was con- 
eluded, he was snoring with the force of a trombone. 
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CHAPTER XLIX. 

HAPPINESS. 

Bt daybreak next morning we were clear of the castello ; 
for we quitted its walls while its ruffian inmates were 
buried in slumber. I was happy when the ladies were 
mounted, and once more on the road, having been under 
considerable apprehension for their safety ; dreading, 
perhaps, our detention as royalist prisoners in the barone s 
residence. 

** A rough night the last for a march, signor,'* said I to 
Captain Gismondo, whom we foujid paradmg the Calabri 
in the street of Amato. 

" A tempest, signer ! the blue glare of the lightning 
alone revealed to us that foaming river which we forded, 
the water rising to our waist-belts; and the rain that 
rushed down from heaven was every drop large enough to 
beat in our drum-heads." 

Ordering the company to march by a solitary and long- 
forgotten road towards St. Eufemio, I informed Gismondo 
and my fau* charge of the diabolical plan laid by the 
barone and his revolters to destroy the villa, and assign 
the innocent Bianca to the wretch ScaroUa, as the price of 
his co-operation. Her sisters shrieked with terror, and 
old Battista gave me a stem smile while laying his hand 
on his sword. 

" I know a path across the mountains, signer ;" I 
travelled it once to Monteleone : my little daughter was 
with me then ;" he sighed deeply. ** By Ave Maria this 
evening, our good friends the Alneri will have a hundred 
and fifty bayonets at their disposal. Compagna, threes 
rirfit, quick march," and we moved off with rapidity. 

Marching by the most retired roads, we made a circuit 
among the mountains, to deceive the. barone, if any of 
his scouts should have foUowed us. The evening sun was 
casting the long shadows of the lofty hills of Kicastro 
across the woo<£ and valleys of St. Eufemio, the waters 
of the bay were rolling in their usual varied tints of 
sparkling blue, and the eve was so calm and still, that the 
dash of the lonely breakers, as they flowed on the sandy 
beacl|, was heard many miles from the shore, mingling 



HAFFINBSS. 373 

with the solemn hymn of the Sicilian mariners, and the 
crews of those picturesque feluccas which spread their 
striped latteen sails to the breezes of the strait. 

Xicaving Gismondo with his company to follow, I pushed 
on with the ladies at full gallop towards the villa ; they 
were both expert horsewomen, and Quite outstripped me, 
as we flew along the sandy marino. xheir merry laughter 
and taunting cries of "Fi! fl! signor capitano," were 
very galling to me, for I was considered the best 
horseman (except Lascelles) on the Sicilian staff", and 
had twice won the regimental and brigade cup at the 
Palermitan races. 

" On my honpur ! ladies, if I held the reins of my 
brave English grey, instead of those of a chubby Calabrian 
horse, you would not have distanced me thus," said I, 
when they halted to let me come up with them. 

The battery erected by the soldiers of Sir Louis de 
Watteville was now abandoned and demolished ; the 
cannon were away, and the platforms overgrown with 
luxuriant grass. How stirringly my time had passed 
since the morning when our army landed on the beach 
close by ! 

The moment we rode into the quadrangle of the villa, 
the clattering hoofs roused the wnole household, as the 
blast of a trumpet would have done. To be brief, — great 
was the joy di^sed by our arrival. We disturbed the old 
▼iscontessa from cards, with which she was rapidly gaining 
from old Adriano all the duca,ts she had paid at confes- 
sional an hour before, for peccadilloes. The young vis- 
eonte, pale, and worn with long illness of mind and body, 
received the trembling Erancesca to his arms as if she had 
been restored to him from the tomb. The Italians are 
peculiarly excitable, and his transports were wild in the 
extreme. He had expected to behold his bride no more, 
and now she was hanging on his bosom, free, happy, and 
more beautifril thin ever. As I had long foreseen, he 
placed in my hand that of his blushing cousin, Bianca, 
while the venerable viscontessa wept and prayed with joy, 
scattered a handfrd of cards and coimtcrs over us, in her 
confusion, and embraced us by turns. The whole house- 
hold, male and female, from Andronicus the chasseur, to 
the little ragazzo who turned the spits, joined in a general 
<diorufi of joy ; they commenced the furious tarantella in 
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the quadrangle, and the whole mansion rang with shouts, 
which were soon to be changed for those of a less agreeable 
nature. 

Around the white neck of Bianca, I threw the riband 
with the gold medal, presented to me by Cardinal York, 
whose kindness had restored Erancesca to light and life, 
and ihe sweet girl kissed it, promising to treasure it, for 
his sake and mme. She appeared so beautiful, so bloom- 
ing, and happy, as she himg upon my shoulder, in the 
recess of a lony window, with the light of the western sky 
streaming on her bright curls and ghttering dress, and 
Santugo seemed so much absorbed in the presence of her 
sister, who was seated between him and his mother, with 
a hafid clasped fondly by each, that I was loath to disturb 
the happy group, and bhght their general joy, by speaking 
of Guelfo ; but the appearance of Gismondo's company 
marching along the marino, and the advanced hour of the 
eyening, made it imperative that arrangements should be 
made for fighting or flying. All changed colour when I 
mentioned Castelguelfo : Santugo's brow grew black, and 
hiB mother burst mto tears. 

" O, Luigi ! to remain would be madness, when Giacomo 
and all our people are serving as soldiers at Beggio ! " she 
exclaimed. 

" It ill beseems you, signora, to counsel me to my dis- 
honour," repHed the fierce yoimg man, with singular 
hauteur, while his lip quivered, and his dark eyes shone 
with fire. " Like all the familY of Amato, Dionisio is a 
coward at heart, and a rebel !Buonapartist ; and shall I, 
who am esteemed among the bravest and most patriotic 
of our noblesse, fly before a base leaguer with banditti ? 
Never! With Gismondo's Calabri, and the armed men 
I can collect on an hour's notice, to the last wiU I 
defend my father-house, fighting fi'om chamber to cham- 
ber, and storv to story, ancf die, rather than yield, 
even should Cruelfo involve the wholft fabric in flames 
and destruction." 

"Ammirando!" exclaimed Gismondo, entering, "you 
speak as I expected to hear the son of my old comrade, 
whose honours you will never tarnish. Courage, ladies ! 
One hundred and fifty bayonets are here, imder my orders ; 
and, with Madonna s blessing, and our own hands, the 
Wolf maj £all into as great a snare as old Amadeo did in. 
the days of poor Campanella." 
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The viscontessa shuddered, but her son took down Lis 
sword from the wall. 

"Dundas," said he, "to you, who are a soldier of 
greater experience than any here (not even excepting our 
old guerilla, Gismondo), I look principally for advice 
during this night's uproar. Come, signor, leave Bianca, 
and loosen your sabre in its sheath. Ladies, away to 
youp mandolins and embroidery, or to ave and credo ; 
your presence alone unmans me. Ola, Zaccheo ! where the 
devil IS my old courier tarrying now ? Bolt and barricade 
every door and window, and muster and arm the valets. 
Even the little ragazzo must handle a musket to-night." 

" Had we not better send a horseman to the Koyal 
Segffitore of Nicastro, for aid ?** 

" An insolent Sicilian dog !" replied Santugo. " No, no ; 
we must trust to Heaven and our own bravery." 

Land and ocean had grown dark, or what is deemed so 
in fair Ausonia. The bright stars studding the whole fir- 
mament, and the pale silver moon rising over the dark 
green ridges of the wooded hills, shed their mjrstic li^ht 
<m cape and bay over Amato's frowning rocks and flowmg 
river, illuminatmg the tall round tower, the broad facade, 
and many arcades of the Villa d'Alfieri, and bathing in 
silver the orange-woods aroimd it. 

Before the hour of the projected attack, we had all pre- 
pared for defence, and our arrangements had been made 
lor a vigorous one : every door, window, and aperture, 
were strongly barred and barricaded ; piles of furniture, 
statues, cushions, ottomans, massive tomes from the 
library, and eveiything suitable, were pressed into tiie 
service, — forming barriers in the passages and on stair- 
landings, in case of an assault. Ere midnight tolled from 
the sonorous old clock in the quadrangle, all the ladies and 
their attendants were stowed away in the attic story, and 
one hundred and eighty men were stationed at the dinerent 
posts assigned them below. Gismondo commanded one 
wing of the mansion ; his lieutenant and Alfiero, two cava- 
liers of the house of Bisignano, the other ; while Santugo 
and myself occupied the centre. 

The soldiers were so well posted, that the different ap- 
proaches to the viUa were completely enfiladed^ while that 
by the quadrangle would be exposed to a deadly cross- 
fire from fifty windows. Li this order, we awaited the 
revolters. 
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On makiiiff mj rounds, to see that all were on the alert, 
I visited the ladies, who, in the attic story of the old round 
tower, were quite secure from musketry. The old viscon- 
tessa was on ner knees, praying; she had relinquished her 
cards for ** The Litanies of ourlBlessed Lady,'* and a crowd 
of female domestics knelt around her. Bianca and her 
nisters were clustered together, with arms entwined, like 
three beautiful graces, but looking pale and terrified, 
awaiting the striS with beating hearts and eyes suffused 
with telrs. ^ ^ 

" Dearest Claude !" said she whose gentle voice I loved 
best, " for God's sake ! O, for my sake ! do not expose 
yourself heedlessly to danger.*' 

*' Courage, dear one," said I, putting an arm playfullv 
round her, *' we must all fight like me Trojans of old. 
Think of what will be the fate of us all, — of yourself, in 
particular, — if Guelfo and his ruffian compeers capture 
the villa to-night. If I can put a bullet into the head of 
this new suitor, Scarolla — ^Tush, Bianca! ridiculous, — is 
it not P" She made a sickly attempt to smile, but bowed 
her head on my shoulder, and wept. I heard Santugo 
and his chasseur uttering my name, and calling aloud 
through various parts of the mansion, but I was too 
agreeably occupied to attend to them just then. 

" Allerta !" cried Gismondo ; and, Imowing the military 
warning, I harried away to the scene of action. 

" See you the rascals, signer ?" said he, pointing from a 
barricaded window to a dark mass moving along the dis- 
tant roadway, and ranidly debouching mto me lawn. 
They marched in the full ^lare of the moonlight, and the 
gleam of steel flashed mcessantly from the shapeless 
column. They carried two standards, and one was a tri- 
colour. 

" Some of those Jacobin dogs are the iron-miners of 
Stilo : they have long been stubborn traitors," said San- 
tugo, in accents of rage. 

** And bold Scarolla^ so long the scourge of Frenchmen, 
why leagues he with villains such as these P" 

"You forgot, signor," replied the yoimg lord, with, a 
grim smile, '* that he is either to gain a noble bride, or an 
ounce-buUet to-night." 



THX TTLLA BSSIEGBD. 377 



CHAPTEEL. 

THB TILLA BESIBGED. 

'* Tbohbabobe, sound the alert !" cried I, to the little 
Galabriaa troinpeter. The sharp blast of his brass in- 
stnunent awoke every echo of the ^eat villa ; there was 
a clatter of accoutrements, a clashing of bayonets and 
buckles, a hum, and all became still as the grave. We 
now heard the tread of the advancing force, which divided 
into two bodies,— one to assault the house in front, the 
other in flank. A red light shot up between the trees of 
the avenue, as an earnest of what was to ensue : the gate- 
lodge had been given to the flames. 

A steep sloping terrace, enclosed by a hich balustrade, 
encircled the whole villa : six iron wickets, leading to the 
lawn and garden, had been well secured, and this outer 
defence formed our first barrier against the foe, who ad- 
vanced within a few yards of it, before I ordered the 
trumpeter to sound again. At the first note, a volley, 
which the assailaoits uttle expected, was poured upon 
them, throwing them into the utmost confusion, and 
driving them back with slaughter. They replied with 
promptitude, and poor old Gismondo fell dead by my side. 
My blood now got heated in earnest. 

" Bravissimo soldateria !" I cried, to the/Free Calabri, 
while brandishing m^ sabre, and hurryingi from post to 
post, to animate their resistance : " level low, and fire 
where they are thickest." The roar of the musketry 
stirred all the echoes of the vast, resounding building : its 
long corridors, lofty saloons, and domed ceiimgs, gave back 
the reports with redoubled force ; everyplace was hlled with 
smoke, without and within : every wiSow and aperture 
was streaked with fire, bristling with bnght steel bayonets, 
and swarming with dark, fierce visages. 

Our Bre made frightful havoc among the revolters, who 
numbered above a mousand, all keen for plunder, infuri- 
ated by unexpected opposition, and maddened b^ wine, 
drunk m the various houses and cellars they had pillaged 
on their march : their yells were like those of wila beasts 
or savages. 

The sbirri, or feudal gens-d'armes, who wore the barone'v 
liyery, were lost among the dense rabble of barefooted 
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miners from Stilo, grim charcoal-burners, and ScaroUa's 
squalid banditti. A revolting array of hideous faces, I 
beheld moving beneath me in the moonlight, distorted 
by every malignant and evil passion, and flushed with 
wine, fury, and inborn ferocity. In the blaze of their 
l)randi8hed torches, glittered weapons of every description, 
from the pike twelve feet long, to the short spadetto and 
knife of Bastia. Onward they rushed, a mighty mass of 
ferocity and filth ; and a^ain they were repiused, leaving 
the quadrangle strewn with killed and wounded. 

" viva Giuseppe ! superba ! " cried a shrill, quavering 
Toice : it was that of the barone, whom we now saw head- 
ing a third attack in person, whilst a strong part^, making 
a K)dgment under the portico, assailed the grand entrance 
with crowbars and levers, lie colonnade protected tiiem 
from our fire, and the massy framework ot the door was 
fast yielding to the blows oi pickases and hammers, with 
whicn the strong- armed miners assailed it, whilst their 
courage increased as the barrier gradually gave way before 
their strenuous efforts. At last, a tremendous snout an- 
noxmced that an aperture was made; upon which, I 
ordered the barricades of the vestibule to be strengthened, 
and lined by a double rank of soldiers, intrusting their 
command to the young Alfiero Carafia. 

The fire of the besiegers had now reduced our force to 
about eighty effective men ; and my anxiety for the safety 
of the viUa and its inmates increased with the wounds 
and deaths aroxmd me. The whole terrace on the land- 
side was lined with marksmen, who knelt behind the stone 
balusters, and fired between them with deadly precision at 
the large upper windows ; through which the white uni- 
forms and gay trappings of the Royal Calabrians were 
distinctly visiole in the moonlight. I dreaded the con- 
tinuation of this deadly fire more than a close assault ; 
and, to increase my anxiety, Andronicus, who acted as our 
commissary, came with a most lugubrious visage to 
inform me that the ammunition was becoming expended, 
and that the pouches of the Free Calabri were almost 
emptv. 

" God ! we are lost, then ! " I exclaimed ; this informa- 
tion fell upon me like a thunderbolt. I hurried to Santugo, 
whom I found kneehng, rifle in hand, before a narrow 
loophole, endeavouring to discover the little barone, the 
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tnain-spring of this revolt, whom it was no easy task to 
perceive, among such a rabble, although we neard his 
croaking voice and chuckling laugh every moment. 

" Superba ! viva Giuseppe Buonaparte I viva la Cam- 
tanessa Scarolla ! " The banditti answered by a yell of 
delight. " On, on, brave rogues ;" he added, " we will 
have two pieces of cannon here in an hour." 

" Cannon ! " I reiterated, and exchanged glances with 
Santugo. We were both astounded by the intelligence. 

" O, Claude I" said my friend, ** I tremble only for my 
mother, for Francesca, and her sisters. For myself, per 
Baccho ! you know I would fight, without a tremor, till 
•roof and rafters, column and cupola, feU in ruins above 
me. Is all lost, then P" 

" No," said I, speaking through my hand ; for the 
noise of the conflict was deafening; "we may save the 
villa yet, and all its inmates ; but a bold djasn must be 
made. Look yonder! what see you P" 

" I understand — ^the task is mine." 

" Mine, rather." 

*• No, no, Signor Claude, I have Francesca at stake." 

" And I, Bianca — ^we are equal." 

" I care not. Ola, Andronicus ! saddle my cavallo 
Barbero, and look well to girth and holster — quick, away, 
Signor Greco ! " 

" "What we saw was the British fleet, consisting of a 
gigantic ship of the line and three or four frkates and 
corvettes, standing slowly down the straits of the Pharo, 
and keeping close in shore, attracted, probably, by the 
sound of the flring. I knew the flag-ship of Sir Sidney 
Smith, by its old-fashioned poop-lantern ; and my project 
was to despatch a messenger on board, craving help. But 
how could one leave the villa P it was environed on one 
side by surf and steep rocks, shelving down to a whirlpool ; 
on the other, by fierce assailants, who were merciless as the 
yawning sea. 

Desperate was the venture; but that it must be at- 
tempted, we knew was imperative. A friendly contest 
ensued between us and the two Cavalieri Carafla, each 
insisting on being the executor of the dangerous service. 
We contested the point so long, that it was at last referred 
to a throw of dice : the lot fell on Luigi, who prepared 
at once for the deadly mission, by divestmg himself of his 
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mantle, buttoning his short yelvet snrtout closely abottl 
him, and taking in three holes of his sword-belt ; while I 
hurriedly indited the following note to the admiral. 

« Villa d'Alfieri, Sept. 20th, 1808. 
" Sib, — ^I have the honour to request that jou will ordef 
as strong a detachment of seamen or marines as you ma;j^ 
deem necessary, to be landed at the villa of the Alfien, 
which is closely besieged by the baron of Castelguelfo, % 
Buonapartist, who is now at the head of a numerous force 
of Italian rebels. To protect the loyal family of ih» 
bearer, the visconte di oantugo, I placed in the villa a 
company of the Free Corps, and hava already to regret the 
loss of Uaptain Battista Grismondo, and nearly 8i:Sj rank 
and file. Our case is desperate. The villa will not be 
tenable One hour longer, as the barone (whom Begnier 
has supplied with all munition of war) is bringing two 
pieces or cannon against it, and our cartridges are totally 
expended. 

" I have the honour, Ac. &c. 

" Claude Dundas, Capt. G2nd regt." 
** Admiral Sir Sidnbt Smith, 
" H.M. ship Powp^." 

According to thC; fashion of many large Italian houses, 
the stables formed a part of the principal building ; and 
so, in the present emergency, it was lucky that the horses 
were at hand. Santugo's black Barbary horse, with its 
red, quivering nostrils, eyes sparkling fire, and its mane 
bristlmg at the noise of the musketry, was led by the 
Greek diasseur through a long corridor to a saloon which 
overlooked the grottos by the sea-shore. The saddled 
steed was an imusual visitor in that noble apartment, 
where statues, vases, pictures, and sofas, were piled up in 
confusion, to form barricades before six tall windows which 
faced the straits. One was open, reveaUng the bright 
sky, the sparkling sea, Sicilians coast, and the sailing fieet ; 
while ten Calabri, with their bayonets at the charge, 
stood bv, to guard the aperture. 

The brave youn^ noble mounted, and, stooping as he 
passed out, guided his horse alons a ledge of slippery 
rock,' and the casement was immediately secured behind 
him. We watched him with equal anxietv and admirar^ 
tion, as he rode along the perilous path, wnere one false 
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step of the Barbary would have plunged Mm in the 
whirlpool, which roared and sucked in the foaming eddies, 
beneath tiie villa walls. The instant he passed the angle 
of the building, which was swept by the nre of the assail- 
ants, there burst from them a simultaneous yell, which 
was answered by a shout of reckless defiance from the 
daring Santugo, who, driving spurs into his fleet horse, 
compelled it to clear the h^h balustraded terrace by a 
flying leap. Then his long sword flashed in the moonlight 
as he slashed right and left, crying — " Viva Carolina ! 
Ferdinando nos&o e la Santa Fede!" cutting his way 
through the yelling mass, escaping bullet and steel as if 
he had a charmed life ; he passed through them and was 
firee, and I had no doubt would gain the village (where 
the boats lay) safely and rapidly. 

Enraged at his escape, the revolters pressed on with re- 
newed rary, but changed their mode of attack. A cloud 
now passed over the moon, involving the scenery in com- 
parative darkness ; but it was soon to be illuminated in a 
manner I little expected. 

There flashed forth a sudden glare of light, revealing 
the sea of ferocious visages and glancing arms of the 
enemy, the bloody terrace heaped with dead, the dark 
arcades, carved cornices, and lofty portico of the villa : a 
lurid glare shone over everything,- and a man advanced to 
the terrace holding aloft an Inman sky-rocket, a terrible 
species of flrework, often used by the French. Its yellow 
blaze fell ftill upon the face of me bearer, in whom I re- 
cognized the villanous engineer, Navarro ; I snatched a 
musket from the hand of a dead soldier, but ere it was 
aimed, the traitor had shot the fiery missile from his hand 
and disappeared. 

This terrible instrument of eastern warfare forced 
itself forward, roaring and blazing towards the villa, and, 
breaking through a window, plunged about as if instinct 
with life, setting fire to everything inflammatory within 
its reach. From its size and weight, and the formation of 
its sides, which were bristling with spikes, it finally stuck 
fast to the flooring of a room, where its power of com- 
bustion increased every instant, and a succession of 
reports burst from it as its flre-balls flew off*in every direc- 
tion. All fled in dismay, to avoid being blown up by the 
sparks falling into their pouches, scorched to death by 
remaining in its vicinity, shot by its bullets, or stabbed by 
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tke Spikes, whidi it shot forth incessazLily, like qmlls itamt 
a " fretfxil porcupine." 

In vain 1 cried for water ; no one heard me ; the dim- 
bohcal engine bounded, roared, and hissed like a verif 
deril, involving us in noisome and suffocating smoke; 
and in three nunutes the magnificent villa was in flamaSy 
and its defenders paraljzed. 

" Superba ! " cned the barone. " Viva Giuseppe ! " and 
the triumphant yells of his enraged followers redoubled. 
I turned to the Uavalieri Garaffa. 

" Gentlemen, keep your soldiers at their posts to the 
last," said I, " while I provide for the retreat of the 
ladies." 

" How, signor ! " asked Andronicus ; " on every hand 
they environ us, save the seaward, where a whirlpool — 
O, omnipotente ! " 

At that moment, we heard the report of a cannon ; a 
round shot passed through the great door, demolishing in 
its passage a beautiful fountain of marble and bronze, and 
the water flowed in a torrent over the tesselated pare- 
ment, while musketry was discharged in quick succession 
through the breach. To augment our distress, the 
bttrone*B guns had come up; and the triimiphant cries, 
the ferocity and darins^ of tne assailants, increased as the 
hot flames grew apiu^ around us. Shrieks now bunt 
firom the summit of the round tower : overwhelmed wilJi 
anxiety and rage, and faint with the heat and smoke of 
the fire-arms and conflagration, I hurried up the great 
staircase to bring away the females, who coulanot remain 
five minutes longer : but where or how I was to convey 
them, Heaven on^ knew ! 

The moon, which had been obscured for some time, now. 
shone forth with renewed lustre, and I saw the sea bright- 
ening like a silver flood, as the last clouds passed away 
firom the shining orb. O, sight of joy ! Three large boats 
filled with marines and seamen were at that moment 
pulled close under the rocks, to which they had advanced 
imseen by the foe. The headmost had already disappeared 
in the sea grottos : and I heard the measured clank of 
the rowlocks, and saw the oar-blades of the stemmost 
barge flash like blue fire, as they were feathered in true 
man-o'-war style. The boats shot under the rocks, like 
arrows; one moment the glitteriz&g moon poured its 
odd light on the glased caps ana Jaristlipg bayooata 
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of the closely-packed marines — on the bright piJEe- 
heads, the gleaming cutlasses, and little tarpaulins of 
the seamen — and the next, it shone on the lonely, seething 
ocean. 

" Saved, thank heaven !" I exclaimed, rushing down 
the stair. " Bravo, soldateria ! fight on, brave Calabri, 
for aid is near. Hollo, Zaccheo ! throw open the windows 
to the back, and bring down the ladies, before the fire 
reaches the upper stories. Hollo, signor trombadore! 
sound the rally , my brave little man !" 

The poor boy was so terrified, that his trumpet-call was 
only a feeble squeak ; but the survivors of the company, 
about fifty in number, rushed from all quarters to the 
spot. A volley of musketry announced that our marines 
had opened on the assailants. 

"Let us sally out — away with the barricades!" cried 
lieutenant Carafifa, and we rushed forth with charged 
bayonets, eager to revenge the slaughter and devastation 
of the night. The regular fire of a hundred marines fi'om 
the terrace — to which Santugo led them by a secret pas- 
sage firom the grottos below — ^threw the revolters into a 
panic, and their discomfiture was completed by a strong 
detachment of seamen, headed by Hsuifield, uie gallant 
captain of the Delight, whom Sir Sidney had sent in com- 
mand of the expedition. £.ushing over the lawn with a 
wild hurrah, they fell slashing and thrusting with cutlass 
and pike among the recoiling rabble of the barone, who, 
abandoning their two six-poxmder guns, fled en masse, 
with rapidity ; but fighting every step of the way towards 
the mountains, and &ing on us from behind every bush 
and rock which afibrded momentary conceahnent. In the 
pursuit, I encountered the formidable ScaroUa, who fired 
both his pistols at me without efiect, as I rushed upon him 
with my sabre ; clubbing his rifle, he swung it round his 
head with a force sufficiently formidable, but, watching an 
opportunity when he overstruck himself, I sabred him 
above the left eye, and beat him to the ground, when some 
of his followers made a ral^y^ and carried him ofl: 

" Viva Giuseppe !" cried a weU-known voice close by 
me, and looking round, I beheld tiie httle author of all 
the mischief struggling in the grasp of a seaman, whom, 
by his embroiderea anchors, I recognized as boatswain of 
the DeUgkt, He was not much taller than his antagonist, 
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the barone, but strong and thickset, with the chest and 
shoulders of an ox ; an ample sunburnt visage, surmounted 
by a little glazed hat, and fringed by a circular beard of 
black wiryLir below, his cheek distended by a quid, and an 
enormous pig-tail reaching below his waist-belt, made him 
seem a very formidable antagonist to Guelfo, whom he 
had knocked down, and over whom he was flourishing his 
heavy cutlass, squirting a little tobacco-juice into his eyes 
from time to time. 

" Maladetto I" growled the Italian lord, " O, povero voi. 
Signer Marinero !" 

" Avast, old Gingerbread ! I speak none of your foreign 
lingos," replied the boatswain. 

Flushed with rage and disappointment, the barone 
struggled furiously with his strong antagonist, who held 
him at arm's length, in doubt whether to cleave him down 
or let him go, tul Zaccheo, the Greek, approached, and, 
ere I could interfere, ended the matter, by driving his 
couteau-de-chasse through the heart of Guelfo, who ex- 
pired without a groan. 

By daybreak, the fighting was oyer. A poor Httle mid- 
shipman and several seamen were killed ; a hundred of our 
mad assailants lay dead in the quadrangle, and as many 
more roimd the terrace. In the villa, half its garrison 
lay killed or wounded around the windows, from which 
the flames and smoke rolled forth in mighty volumes ; 
many were roasted or consumed before we could remove 
them ; poor old Gismondo with the rest. Hanfield ordered 
his men to save the villa from further destruction ; but the 
flames had gathered such force, that for a time every effort 
seemed frmtless. Assisted by three boats' crews from the 
flag-ship, they pulled down a part of the mansion, and 
turned the water of the jets d*eau on the rest, to prevent 
the fire (which was confined to one wing), from spreading 
to the main building. After an hour of toil and danger, 
during which I worked away in my shirt-sleeves unnl I 
was as black as a charcoal-oumer, the flames were sup- 
pressed ; but how changed was the aspect of the once 
splendid villa ! 

One portion of the building was roofless and ruined ; its 
lofly casements shattered, its corbelled balconies, tall 
pillars, and rich Corinthian entablatures, scorched by fire, 
and blackened by smoke ; the ravaged gardens and ter» 
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races were strewn with corpses, the halls, saloons, and 
corridors, encumbered with the same ghastly objects, 
splashed with blood, and filled with confusion and destruc- 
tion ; pier-glasses, vases, and statues were dashed to pieces ; 
hangings and pictures rent and torn. The quiet library 
and elegant boudoir rang with the cries of the wounded, 
or the reckless merriment of the sailors, who caroused 
on the richest wines. But Santugo looked around him 
with the most perfect sangfroid. 

Twenty prisoners we had captured were sent over to 
Palermo, where they expiated their revolt in the horrible 
dungeons of the Damusi, — ^the most frightful, perhaps, in 
the world, where their bones are probably lying at this nour. 



CHAPTEE LI. 

THE NUPTIALS. 

When the fight was over, the fire extinguished, and the 
dead all interred, I repaired to the grotto, where the ladies 
and their attendants were shivering with terror, and the 
cold air of the sea, which every instant threw a shower of 
sparkling spray into the damp vaults. A statue to St. 
Hugh, before which three dim tapers were always bun^ 
ing, gave a picturesque aspect to the natural grotto, and a 
riU of limpid water, at which the saint had quenched hiB 
thirst, gargled from the rocks into a rich font of white 
marble. Around this little shrine the females were clus- 
tered ; and a cry burst from them when I approached in 
my imseemly garb, spotted with blood, blackened by 
powder, smoke, and toil, and plastered over with clay, as 
if I had been dipped in the mud-baths of Abano. 

The carriage was brought ; the horses of the ladies were 
saddled, and they left the half-rained villa with a strong 
escort, to take up a temporary residence at the castle of 
Angistola, the property of me duke of Bagnara, near 
Pizzo. After seeing tne remains of the Calabrian com- 
pany embarked for Messina in our gun-boats, I, accom- 
panied by Santugo, followed the l^ies at full gallop, 
leaving the old chasseur to act as commandant at the villa. 
I despatched a mounted servant to Scylla, for some of my 
baggag:e, a suit of uniform especially, as my harness was 
■qmte ridiculous in the gay salons of the duchess. 
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At Angistola, the ladies soon reooyered from their tennr 
and fatigue ; the beaaty of the sceneiy, where the steep 
Apennines sloped down to the gulf of St. Eufemio, eovered 
with daric pines or orange-trees, and the deep-wooded dell 
through which tho river wonnd, seemed bloomy, solemn, 
and picturesque. The duke of Bagnara held a xnihtajy 
command at a distance, but his fair duchessa, who was one 
of the reigning beauties of the Sicilian court, received xm 
with every honour and kindness. 

A few days after onr arrival, we had the eastello filled 
with milliners from Palermo, and the ladies were con- 
stantly clustered in deep consultation around the duchess, 
in her boudoir ; the visconte was joyous and gay — a^fe 
was evidently approaching ; he was about to esjjouse his 
cousin, with all the splendour that wealth could yield, and 
the imposing pomp of the Catholic Church impart : and 
(to be brie^ I found myself on the same happy footing 
with my dear little Bianca, without the portentous ques- 
tion having been asked. It was all quite understood ; we 
had made no secret of our mutual attachment, which was 
revealed by every gentle word and tender glance. Our 
marriage was the earnest wish of Santugo and the visoon- 
tessa ; and as for her principal relative, the withered littlo 
prince of St. Agata, as the girl was without a ducat, he 
eared not a straw who became her husband. 

The day befare the auspicious one, old Fra Adriano 
eame jogging up to the casteUo, on his ambling mule, m 
the execution or his office as family confessor, to confess us 
all, according to the Italian custom, before marriage. To 
this I objected, first with a joke, and then gravely, much to 
the horror of the reverend friar ; he turned up his eyes, 
and muttering, " Ahi ! eretico !" went in search of Bianca» 
who confessed to him — heaven knows what ! So innocent 
a being could have nothing to reveal, save her own happi- 
ness and joy. 

Adriano had scarcely lefb me, when I saw a Serjeant, in 
the welcome and well-known imiform of my own regi- 
ment, ascending the steep avenue te the castle porch. 

" What can be the matter now P" thought I, and at such, 
a time — ^the deuce! "Well, Gask, what news from the 
corps, and what has brought you here P" said I, as he 
entered the room, and st^d straight as his half-pike, 
which he held advanced. " Take a chair, man," I a(kled, 
with that kind familiarity with which aa offioer oo^t 
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always to greet a soldier of his own regimoLi in a strange 
place. 

'* Sir, I have brought a letter ^m Sir John Stuart. 
Being on my way to join the garrison at Scylla castle, he 
sent me OTer in a gun-boat from Messina, that I mi^t 
deliver this, which he was aQxiom you should receiTo 
without delay." 

I tore open the note. It ran thus : — 

" Messina^ Tuesday Morning, 
" Deab DxJif das, — Join your garrison at Scylla, without 
a moment's delay ; General Sherbrooke threatens to super- 
sede you, and order you to join tiie * Wiltshire,* at Sjm- 
cuse, as he understands that you attend more to the ladies 
than his majesty's service. Massena and Kegnier are 
concentrating forces in Upper Calabria ; the chiefs of the 
Masse are wavering, and you may expect more broken 
heads by Christmas. Adieu ! I start for London to-morrow. 
" I am, &c. &c., 

" J. Stuabt, Major-G^aeral." 



" So, Grask, you are bound for Scylla P'* said I, glad the 
note contained only a friendly hint. 

" Yes, air." 

** You will go with me, as it is xmsafe for you to tracvel 
alone in such a country as this. I set out the day after 
to-morrow." 

" I am much obliged to you, sir, for your forethought. 
Do we march by daybreak P" 

" No, no," I answered, laughing ; ** that would scarcely 
suit ; but retire with the chambenain, who will order you 
a luncheon, and teU you ne^ys." 

Though pleased with Sir John's friendly attention, I 
could very well have dispensed with the presence of my 
countryman, the Serjeant, who was a true-blue Presby- 
terian from the Howe of Fife, an ardent worshipper of 
Eben Erskine, and one, consequently, who woiud look 
with pious horror on the popish ceremonies of the 
morrow, which there was no doubt he would witness, with 
the household of the castello. 

Poor Gask ! He was a worthy and good soldier, for 
whom the whole corps had a sincere respect. Educated 
for our stem Scottisn kirk, some misfortunes in early Hfe 
forced him into the ranks, where his superior attain- 
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ments and classical education made him a manrel amon^ 
the Wiltshire men, and gained him three stripes, althon^ 
it could do nothing more, the quiet tenor of nis way being 
the reverse of the smart drill corporal or bustling serjeanS 
major, who looks forward to the post of adjutant. SCe 
was the beau-ideal of a Scottish soldier — grave, intelli- 
gent, and steady ; and was seldom seen, unless book in 
hand, reading in some retired nook, when his comrades 
were roystenng in the canteen or sutler's tent. Poor 
Grask ! this pace is the only tribute to your memory. 

Next day, the marriages were celeorated with great 
pomp in tne church of St. Eufemio, at Nicastro ; that <^ 
the visconte and Erancesca took place first, and was 
followed by that of Bianca and myself. A new uniform 
coat was quite spoiled b^ the holy water, which the bishop 
sprinkled over us very hberally ; and my white " regimen- 
tal breeches" were totally rumed by the rough mosaic of 
the church, when I advanced on my knees, with a lighted 
candle in one hand, to present bread and wine to the 
bishop, while old Adnano waved the stole over us, according 
to the usage of the land. 

** Ah ! if any of our mess could see me just now, how 
the rogues would laugh," thought I, whde scrambling 
along me aisle, with the hot wax dropping on my fingers 
from the confounded taper, which I did not hold so grace- 
fully as Bianca held hers. Grand as the ceremony was, 
I disliked so much of it, and dreaded to encounter the 
cold smile and smirking face of Serjeant Gask, who 
stood, upright as a pike, among the kneeling domestics. 

We were glad when ike bishop concluded the ritual, the 
fundamental part of which was simple enough; but I 
could very well have dispensed with all that Italian 
superstition had added to it ; yet I behaved with such 
decorum, that the bishop believed me as stanch a Catholio ' 
as ever kissed cross, and fain would gentle Bianca have 
thought me so too. The moment we left the altar, a bright - 
circle of young ladies clustered round her, covering her 
with kisses, wnile the people shouted, " O giomo £lioe ! ^ 
Viva il capitano ! Yiva la capitanessa !" .( 

All blessed her, and muttered, " Bell' Idolo !" as ahe : 
passed forth; indeed, she appeared as enchanting as beauty 
of the most delicate caste, the richest attire, and most ~ 
splendid diamonds could make her, and if always lovdiy, ; 
even in the plainest garb, imagine how she must haye 
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shone in her ma^ificent bridal dress, when her eyes 
beamed with delight, and her soft cheek turned alternately 
deep red and deadly pale, as the blood came and went 
with the varying thoughts that agitated her — awe and 
modesty, love and exultation. 

" Giomofelice, indeed!" thought I, and, springing into 
the carriage beside her, we drove off for the castello, as 
fast as four galloping horses could take us. The sonorous 
organ, the cnantmg priests, the ringing bells, the shouts, 
and discharge of ^e-arms, died away behind us, and 
accompanied by a gay cavalcade oi the fairest and 
noblest in the province, our marriage train swept through 
the solitary vale of the Angistola, at full speed, towards 
the castle, where a lordly^^e awaited us, ana fromtiie tall 
windows of its hall a blaze of light was shed on the 
darkening scenery and winding river as we rode up the 
gloomy avenue. 



CHAPTEE Ln. 

THE TEMPEST. — THE LAST OF THE HUNCHBACK. 

LEAViKa Santugo and his bride with the duchess, we 
set out next day for Scylla : our calesso having an escort, 
without which, it was impossible to travel in such a 
country. Grask occupied the rumble, beside Annina, while 
a chasseur, with ten sbirri, sent by the duchess, rode five 
in front and five in the rear ; their leader riding some 
hundred yards in advance. All these men wore the duke's 
livery ; tney were well mounted, and armed with carbines, 
sabres, and pistols. The calesso was furnished with a 
loon-hole, opening under the rumble, through which I 
comd blaze away with my pistols, in case or having to 
TettGot skirmishing. 

The scenery was now beginning to assume the brown 
warm tints of'^ autumn, but the savage mountain gorges, 
the deep woods, the winding shore, and beetling cliffs, 
through which the road lay, were not less beautilul than 
when I passed them before with poor Castelermo. The 
ramparts of Monteleone, the bosky forest of Burello, the 
ttlver windings of Metramo, the famous vineyards of 
Bossamoand Giqjawere all passed n^idly; and, plunging 
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down into the wilderness, between the Apennines sod 
the sea, we had accomplished half our jonmey, when a 
tremendous storm Cfvettook. us. 

Our hearts were so full of happiness, and each was so 
much absorbed in the presence of the other, that we 
marked not the fiicht of time ; and though our carriage 
ToUed on through the most beautiful scen^y of that wud 
proyince, we bestowed scarce a dLance or a thought uj^oa 
it. Yet we conversed very litue, for an OTerwhelmia^ 
sense of happiness had quite subdued Bianca's Tivacit^. 

I deemed myself the hiddest member of our Calalniaii 
army. Hundreds had come only to find a tomb cm tho 
plains of Maida, before the ramparts of Crotona, or ia 
the trenches of Scylla. A few had gained a step of pro- 
motion and a little honour ; the general a great deal — ^tha 
title of count ; and, from the dtyof London, a substantial 
dinner at the Mansion-house, with the present of a 
splendid sword ; but I had gained Bianca d'Alfieri, who 
had, last season, turned half the heads in Palermo. 
" Bravo Claude !" thought I ; " it is quite a regimental 
triumph, and deserves to be borne on our colours. At 
Syracuse, the mess will drink deep when they hear of it." 

The darkening of the sky, across the azure surface of 
which dense columns of cloud were moving in rapid 
succession, and the exhalation of a chilly vapour and 
malaria from the stagnant pools c^ a disxnal swamp, in 
which we suddenly became entangled, aU foreboded a 
coming storm. Tlie sea, wh^i seen at intervals between 
the opening hills, was black as ink, and fleckered with 
masses of foam. Yessels were making all snug alofb, and 
getting close under the lee of the shore, to avoid ths 
threatened tempest, which was soon to sweep over the 
bosom of the trackless ocean. The rumbling of the 
carriage and the hoofs of our gallc^ing escort sounded 
deep and hollow between the echoing hiSs. 

" Signor," said their decurione or chasseur, riding up 
to the window, whidi I had let down for the admission of 
air, " in three minutes we shall have a tremendous storm, 
— perhaps la capitanessa would wish to seek a place of 
safety." 

" But where P" 

" Madonna only knows, excellency. The earth shakaa^ 
the air is iliick. I am an old man, and remember with 
4kead when last I saw sudbi signcu iif^ to th^ shoed-'-ile 
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maj engnlf you ; to the hills — ihej may fall down, 
a&d OTerwhelm you ; to the plains — and the solid earth 
may yawn beneath jour feet." 

" f leasant !" I said, considerably startled ; " what do 
yoa advise — ^to seek Seminara P Ine spire of the Greek 
otthedral rises yonder, above the pine-woods and vapour of 
the marshes." 

'* No, signor, we are safer on the mountains or in the 
marshes : here let us remain, and trust to Madonna for 
protection." 

*' In Grod alone is all my trust !" said the Scottish Ser- 
jeant, whose knowledge of Latin enabled him to under- 
stand the sbirro ; but as for your Madonna " he 

snapped his fingers, without concluding. 

The blackness was increasing fast, and we sought the 
shelter offered by a thick pine-wood to escape the pelting 
rain, which rushed down in a torrent, every drop larger 
than a pistol-bullet. As it would have been xmsoldier-hke 
to remain in the calesso while our escort were exposed to 
ihe storm, I passed the time under the trees, rolled up in 
my military cloak, after securing the carriage-doors, to 
protect Bianca and her attendant, who drew their veils 
dose, to shut out the flashes of vivid lightning which every 
instant illumined the darkest dingles of the forest. A 
terrible noise, such as I had never heard before, rumbled 
in the earth and air. I looked to the sbirro ; he was 
crossing himself and muttering an ave, while a sour 
ftesbyterian smile curled the lips of Gask, who leaned on 
his pike beside him. The chasseur, or decurione, ordered 
Aenorses to be unharnessed from the carriage, and I had 
soon reason to tiiank him sincerely for his forethought. 

We saw the flames of distant Etna casting a light across 
the western sky, but, in every other direction, the heavens 
were involved m gloom, or dark grey twilight. The whole 
atmosphere, however, soon began to assume an aspect so 
fiery, that over Seminara the dense clouds seemed as if 
rollmg in flames, and we beheld the tall facade of the 
Greek abbey, the dark mountains, and the arches of a 
ruined aqueduct between them, standing in bold outline 
and strong relief on the red and luminous backgroimd. 
The scene was wild and magnificent ; but the drenching 
nin, and the roaring wind, which shook the strongest 
pines like ostrich feamers, and almost blew us away with 
the branches, leaves, and stones, which it swept over the 
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waste, the sulphureoius state of the atmosphere, and the 
ground trembling beneath our feet, made us feel, alto- 
gether, too uncomfortable to enjoy the splendid aspect of 
the heavens and earth agitated by suoh a storm. 

It was truly Oalabrian! Our horses snorted and 
pranced, their manes bristled, their prominent eyes shot 
Hre, and it required all our efforts to calm them, and keep 
them from breaking the bridle-reins, which we had buckled 
to trees. Suddeiuhr, a most appalling clap of thunder 
burst over our heacU, like the broadside of a fleet. A lofbf 
and precipitous cliff of volcanic rock, which reared up its 
rugged front not far from us, heaved and reeled, like some 
mignty animal convulsed with agony : shaken to the base 
by some tremendous subterranean tnroe, it rocked visibly, 
and the foliage on its summit was tossed, like raven 
plumage on a hearse, by the motion. 

Anon, a cry of dismay burst from the sbirri. An enor- 
mous mass became detached from the highest peak ; roll- 
ing from its perpendicular front, and reboimding from 
elm to cliff, it came thundering into the plain below, 
bringing with it a mighty ruin of shattered stones, dust, 
trees, and soil, which feu like the fragments of a moun- 
tain, and with a force that shook the ground we stood on. 
The crash was deafening : a storm of leaves, small stones, 
and dust flew past us, and, for a minute, the air was fear- 
fully dense, gloomy, and palpable. I reeled, and clung to 
the carriage- wheels for support ; Bianca swooned ; Gask 
was praying devoutly, with nis grenadier-cap off, and the 
sbim muttered their aves aloud : above us, the thunder 
rolled on from peak to peak, and the lightning shot 
between them, while the air grew darker and more 
sulphureous. 

Terrifled by the shaken rock and the bursting thunder- 
bolts, our flery horses became mad : tiiey foamed, snorted, 
plunged, and kicked Are from the stones ; the four that 
were unharnessed from the calesso, broke loose, and 
fled, at full speed, towards Seminara, pursued by ihe 
decurione and his sbirri, who were eager to save them : 
they were noble bays, and favourites of the duchess. 
Thus the Serjeant and I were left alone, standing by the 
calesso. 

" Ghieu, ho ! ho ! " cried a croaking voice in the thickets 
1 heard a chuckling laugh ; and a figure, rolled up like a 
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ball, making a summerset over the rocks and stones, 
Uglited close by my feet. " Buon ffiomo, Signor Capitano ! 
he, he ! ho, ho ! fine eyening, eh r* 

Like a gigantic toad, Gaspare Troffi stood before me, 
with his long matted hair waving over his frightful visage, 
his torn cassock revealing a leathern baldrick, furnished 
with pistols, poniard, and horn. Like the very demon of 
the storm, he whooped and yeUed. A broad-leaved hat, 
of the largest size, overshadowing his figure like an 
umbrella, gave a peculiarly droll effect to his aspect. 

"A delightful evening!" he croaked; "how does our 
Calabrian weather agree with your stomach, Signor Li- 
glese P HI, I think, to judge from that lugubrious visage 
of thine. Ola, Lancelloti ! come hither and behold the 
good padre confessor, who came so devoutly to worm a 
story out of you in the bishop's vaults : he, he ! ho, ho ! 
Feel you how the ground shakes P" he added, stamping 
his shapeless feet on the quaking turf; "feel you now 
earth and air tremble P Ammiranao ! there is a rebellion 
in hell, — ^for our good fiiend, the devil, is gone to the 
yntoh-tree at Benevento to-night : ha, ha!" 

" Beard of Mahomet !" cned a distant voice, " where 
are you, cursed crookback P" and at that moment I saw 
my iriend of the vaults advancing towards us, clad in the 
usual brigand costume, with malice in his eye, and a 
cocked rine in Ids hand. Other figures, like dim ghosts, 
appeared through the dark misty vapour that floated 
Bound us, and I knew that we had fallen in with a party 
of banditti. 

" Come on, comrades," cried Trufli ; " here is a calesso, 
containing, I doubt not, the Signora Bianca, whom we all 
know of. Viva ! a prize worth a thousand scudi ! " He 
advanced to the door of the carriage, but, with the butt 
of his pike, Grask dealt him a blow which levelled him on 
the turf. Uttering a yeU, he rushed like a lion upon his 
assailant* who, not expecting so vigorous an onset from a 
figure so decrepit, was taken completely by surprise, and 
deprived of his weapon, which Truffi snapped like a reed, 
rending the tough ash-pole to threads with his sharp teeth 
and long bony fingers. 

He drew his stfletto ; and I, narrowly escaping a rifle- 
shot from Lancelloti, closed with the hideous dwarf, whose 
insulting demeanour hadroused both my hatred andanxiety. 
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Though once before, in a perBonal straggle, I had obtained 
convincing proof of his wondrous strength, I disdained to 
use my sabre against him, but, striking the poniard from 
hia hand, endeavoured to hurl him to the earth, by grasp- 
iaa his leather girdle. In vain! his Aort ba^dflX 
upheld his shapeless body, like pillars of steel, whue 
h& strong and ample hands grasped me like grappling- 
irons. 

Lancelloti advanced with his clubbed rifle, but Grask 
assailed him with his sword, and I was left to deal wilii 
Truffi alone. I heard the cries of Bianca during the lulls 
of the storm, and my anxiety was great : the sbirri had all 
disappeared, the misty figures were rapidly increasing in 
form and number, and shouts rang through the echoing 
wood. At this most critical m^t, whA engaged int 
desperate struggle, the earth shook under our ^et, and a 
sensation, like an electric shock, shot over every nerve. 
We paused, and glared fiercely at each other. 

Again, there was a rumbling in the lurid air above, and 
the quivering earth beneath,— yet we relaxed not our vice- 
like grasp. What a moment it was ! The shaking rocks, 
the waving trees, and tjie whole country around us, were 
torn by one of those mighty convulsions so common to the 
Calabrias. 

Never shall I forget my sensations when, within a yard 
ci where we struggled, tne earth gaped and rent, showing 
an awful chasm, about twenty feet wide : my heart forgot 
to beat — ^my blood curdled ! From the gap, there arose a 
thin sulphury light, illuminating the trees above, and the 
distant dingles of the wood, shining on the wet trunks and 
glistening leaves ; showers of sparl^ and columns of smoke 
arose from it, with balls of ignited matter, which hissed 
in succession as the^ rose and fell, or exploded among the 
wet foliage of the K>rest. Beautiful was its aspect, when 
illuminated by the mysterious yeUow glare of tnat smoky 
chasm, and I saw the distorted form of Truffi, in strong 
outline, between it and me. I felt his grasp tightening : 
we were near the gulf, and I read his hellisn purpose in 
the twinkling of his red, hollow e^es. Gathermg all my 
strength for one tremendous efiort, — great beyond my 
hopes, — I flung ^rm from me into the flaming chasm, but 
the shock threw me prostrate on the turf. 1 leaped up : 
Troffi had vaiushed in that i^ipalling grave, whieh waa 
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now closinff rapidly, and soon shut altogether ; the sparks 
and ignited matter arose no more, and the wood became 
involved in double gloom. 

Dismayed at the horrible Kving tomb which had so sud- 
denly engulfed the hunchback, Lancelloti shrank back, 
and I leaned against the carriage, overcome with my own 
emotions. The wind was dying away — ^the heavy pine- 
branches hung down motionless. One voice alone broke 
the stillness, — ^it was that of the Scottish Serjeant, who 
prayed devoutly. Though as brave a fellow as ever drew 
Bwcnrd, he was terrified at that moment. 

We soon heard the galloping of hoofs, and the decurione, 
with the ten sbirri, came back, upon which Lancelloti aiid 
his company disappeared, and we saw them no more that 
n^t. 

" The carriage-horses P" I inquired. 

•*0, signor! they have all rushed over the cliffs of 
P^Jmi, and perished in the sea," replied the breathless 
slnrro. 

" Bianca !" I exclaimed, " O Crod, what a fate you have 
escaped! Signor decurione, never can I sufficiently 
reward you, tor desiring the horses to be unharnessed 
so soon!" I shook the hand of the sbirro, while my 
heart sank, at the contemplation of what might have 
happened. 

It was long ere Bianca recovered from the horrors of 
that night, — ^which, indeed, were such as might have 
shaken a stouter heart than that of the gentle Italian 
girL 

We reached Seminara with great difficulty, dragging 
the calesso by the saddle-horses ; but, on obtaming mules 
st the Greek abbey, we again set out for Scylla, vid Bag- 
nara, where, soon afterwards, I had a sharp encount^ 
with the voltigeurs of the 23rd regiment (French). 
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CHAPTEE Lin. 



A MILITABY HOKETMOON. 



Ok the day after assaminir my command at Scylla, I 
ordered oat the Uttle garrison il heavy marching ord^r, 
and found it to consist of picked young fellows of my own 
regiment, 250 file, with five officers. This small party^ 
with the garrisons at Beg^o and Crotona, Amanthea and 
Monteleone, formed the whole force left in Calabria, with 
orders to defend their several posts to the last extremity. 
The last four places were held by Italians alone. 

I found that every means had been taken to render the 
famous rock, and the stronghold of the race of Kufib, yet 
more impregnable. In place of the princely cardinal's 
banner, our gaudy union spread its scarlet folds to the 
wind, the mighty breach — ^to me the scene of an adventure 
never, never to be forgotten — ^was now closed up, and a 
strong stone bastion, surmounted by six iron twenty-four- 
pounders, frowned grimly m its stead. 

We were often visited by Santugo and his bride ; he 
belonged to the Begpo garrison, which was commanded 
by the prince of St. Agata. My brother officers were all 
agreeable men, and tne time passed very pleasantly. 
Eianca's residence shed quite a hialo over the fi)rmal bar- 
rack and rugged castello, which was enhvened by a con- 
tinual round of fkii visitors from Eiumara, Eeggio, and 
the neighbouring villas. Those gay subs who h^ looked 
forward with repugnance to detachment duty in the 
ffloomy castle of Cardinal Kufib, became delighted with 
me station and the gaiety of the entertainments. The 
towers rang perpetually with the dulcet voices of Italian 
girls, the twangling of mandolins, or the notes of the 
piano. Every evening, the hall — where the ambitious car- 
dinal had K)rmed his deep-laid schemes of political in- 
trigue, where his mailed ancestors had drunt " the red 
wine through the helmet barred," and where the Norman 
knight and Saracen emir had met hand-to-hand in deadly 
strife — ^was the scene of a waltz or quadrille party, or rang 
to the mad and merry tarantella, the modem remnant of 
the ancient bacchanalian dance. Never, since the days 
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of Eanniis, Saturn's fabled son, Ausonia's oldest king, 
had the rock of ScyUa witnessed such a continuance of 
festivity. 

Amid this joyous career, we had all a narrow escape 
from malice and treason. 

One evening, Grask appeared with a very long face, and 
kiformed me that the castle well had been poisoned, for 
the |)urpose of destroying us all. Twenty men lay sick in 
hpspital, and a cry of rage went through the whole ca«tle. 

" Poisoned — O, lord !'* cried Gascoigne, who was wiih 
me at the tiiae, and snatching up a decanter of brandy, 
he nearly drained it at one gulp. Gask had seen a man m 
the gjarb of the Compagnia di Morti prowling about the^ 
margin of the well, whom we had no doubt was the per- 
petrator of the villany. While I was making inquiries- 
9nd despatching parties in pursuit of him, Oliver Lascelles 
entered my room with a drawing in his hand. 

Oliver was an artist, and a complete enthusiast in Italian 
scenery, and still more so in ItaHan women; every 
moment stolen from duty, was devoted to the pencil, and 
manj of his warmly-tinted sketches, done in a masterly 
manner, are at this moment in my portfolio. I have often 
admired his coolness, when, under a heavy fire, he has 
seated himself to sketch the enemy's position, a striking 
ruin, a fallen column, or piece of ancient sculpture, from 
which his sword had scraped the moss. 

" Behold a portrait of our firiend of the Compagnia di 
Morti," said he, displaying his drawing. " I saw the 
rogue seated by the fountain, and admiring his picturesque 
eostume, and his striking countenance, with well-knit 
brows, the eyes deep set in the head, and having that 
determined scowl which is esteemed so classic, I gave the 
fellow a ducat to sit ; so here you have his features fairly 
done in crayon." 

. " The scoundrel ! they are those of Navarro, the Italian 
engineer, who deserted to the French, after assassinating 
the Maltese knight, in mistake for me. He is no doubt 
employed by ]y£issena as a spy upon us. By heaven, 
LasceUes, if I had the rascal here I think I could pistol 
him this instant !" 

" That would make a spirited sketch, too ; but he can- 
not be far off, and Gask, with his party, will probably 
capture him." 

2d 
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I resolyed to hold a drom-liead court-martial on him the 
moment he fell into our hands, and promised twenty 
guineas to his capturer. But we saw him no more, for a 
time, at least ; and, to prevent Bnck attempts in future, I 
placed a sentinel at tne fountain, which, after a time, 
became purified. Macnesia's skill saved the twenty sol- 
diers, who were brought almost to the brink of the grave ; 
1^7 had all narrowly escaped death, as a quantity of 
acquetta was found m the water, when Macnesia ana- 
lyzed it. 

To expatiate on the happiness I enjoyed at Scylla, 
would be too common-place, and I have a great press of 
other matter to relate. Bumours of Massena's advance 
from Cassano, and the retreat and dispersion of the chiefs 
of the Masse, spread dismay through all the lower pro- 
vince, and roused us from our short dream of pleasure. 
All famihes of rank again returned to Palermo, but a few 
spirited cavaliers retired to the savage fastnesses of the 
hills, where the brave paesani and wild banditti made 
common cause against the invader. The arrival of a 
detachment of the royal artillery, brought from Messina, 
by the Delight, and a despatch from Major-General Sher- 
OTOoke, directing me to " defend Scylla, while one stone 
stood upon another," caused me to make the most strenu- 
ous preparations for a vigorous resistance, being anxious 
to render myself worthy of the important trust reposed 
in me — ^the defence of the key of the Italian Peninsula. 

The presence of Bianca was the only damper to my 
ardour, for I anticipated with dread the dangers to 
which she would be exposed, when the coming strife closed 
around us ; but to my earnest entreaties that she would 
join her aunt and the young viscontessa, who had retired 
to Carolina's court at Palermo, she answered only by hep 
tears and entreaties, that I would not send her away, but 
permit her to share all the perils to which I might be ex- 
posed. Poor girl 1 Httle knew she of war, and the mani- 
fold horrors of a protracted siege, or a fortress carried by 
assault ; but to resist her charming entreaties was impos- 
sible, and my anxiety increased as the distance between us 
and the enemy lessened. How marriage spoils the isprit 
du corps / Eveiy officer and private of the 62nd looked 
forward with ardour and hope, and I felt the old reckless 
spirit rising, notwithstanding the fears that oppressed 
me. 
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The daily arriyal of eonriers fknn the Mwse, and from 
the armed cavalieri on the mountaiiis, the telegraphing of 
despatches to and fro with Messina, the hourly training 
of soldiers at the batteries, the yisiting of guards, whieh 
were doubled at night, and all the eternal hubbub created 
by the near approach of the foe, kept me fully occupied ; 
and never, even when tenanted by the martial cardinal, 
had Scylla witnessed such military bustle and excite- 
ment. 

Advices soon reached us, that General Ilegnier had in- 
vested the castle of Crotona, which, after a bold defence 
by the Free Calabri, had been compelled to capitulate, 
when the heavy battering-train of the French opened on 
its decayed fornfications. All Naples was exasperated by 
the intelligence, that the gallant CavaHere del Castagno 
had been hanged as a traitor, by orders of Eegnier, whose 
forces, eager to revenge the triumph of Maida, marched 
rapidly by the shores of the Adriatic ; they crossed the 
mountains at Francavilla, fighting every inch of the way 
with the Masse, and the bold comrades of Francatripa» 
FraDiavolo, Benincasa, andMammone, and reached Monte* 
leone, which the Italians abandoned, and once more the 
tricolour of the Buonapartiats was triumphantly hoisted <m 
its ramparts. 



CHAPTER LLV. 

WEECK OF THE "DELIGHT." 

TowAEDS the end of December, the French had pushed 
forward as far as Seminara, and, by the concentration of 
troops, and a train of heavy ordnance at that place, I had 
no dovht that preparations were making to besiege the 
castle of Scylla. Every exertion was made by the lovaUstB 
to prevent the carriage of cannon into that comer of Cala- 
bria ; working-parties of soldiers and armed peasants were 
continually employed in trenching and barricading the 
roads, and rendering the passes of the Solano impracticable, 
thus making every approach down from the huls of Milia 
as difficult as possible. 

Along these heights and passes, I stationed strong 
bodies of armed Calabrese, intrusting the defence of the 

2d2 
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Solano to the Cayaliere di Casteluccio, who, since his 
escape, had distinguished himself on a thousand occasions ;: 
so miraculous were his adventures, that the superstitious 
provincials believed he had been rendered bullet-proof by 
the witches of Amato. But so overwhelming was the 
force of Begnier, that all attempts to bar the passage of 
his train proved, ultimately, imavailing. 

On the last day of that eventful year, the glitter of arms 
and the pale white smoke of musketry were seen spread- 
ing over the Milia hills, between the peaks of which the 
morning sun poured down his strong and ruddy light on 
the scene of contest. The drums beat, and we got under 
arms. Our Calabrian out-piquets and fatigue-parties 
were driven down £rom the mountains by three battalions 
of Prench infantry, led by General Milette, and were pur- 
sued by four squadrons of hussars, until close under cover 
of our twenty-iour-poxmders. 

Regnier was now in complete possession of those im- 
portant heights, and his working-parties were daily and 
nightly employed in repairing or forming roads for the 
convejrance oi their battering-train from Seminara. Their 
operations were retarded and rendered perilous by the in- 
cessant attacks of the followers of Casteluccio and Fran- 
catripa ; but a damper was given to our zeal by the sur- 
render of a numerous garrison at Eeggio, where an Italian 
force, under the prince of St. Agata, capitulated, after a 
brief resistance. The castle of St. Amanthea, a property 
of the prince di Bisignano, was captured by assault, after 
a desperate defence, by the gay Captain ±*iozzi; he was 
slain by a cannon-ball, and thus the fair and fickle Despina 
was once more left a widow. On — on pressed the foe. The 
banner of Ferdinand IV. had sunk from every rampart in 
Calabria, save the solitary stronghold of Scylla. We found 
ourselves alone, and could hope for little from resistance, 
as all the forces of Massena were pouring southward, with 
orders to capture it, at every risk of life and expense of 
blood. 

Every night the sky was streaked with fire, showing 
where Favazina, Fiumara, San Batello, and many a ham- 
let were given to the fiames, after being ravaged by the 
foragers of the enemy, and every breeze bore past us the 
cries of slaughtered men, and the shrieks of miserable 
women. 
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The fall of Reggio was first annotmced to us by seeing 
Santugo*s battalion of the Calabri retreating upon Scylla, 
in sohd square, pursued by cavalry, and galled by tnree 
eurricle-guns, which followed them at a gallop, and were 
discharged from every eminence that afforded an opportu- 
nity of sending a shot into the retiring column ; on its 
arrival, it occupied the half-ruined tovm below us. 

Shortly afterwards, four Sicilian gun-boats, each carry- 
ing a twenty-four-pounder in its bow, were captured by 
the enemy, close by Scylla ; and these cannon were landed, 
and added to the train against the fortress. The moment 
it was known they had fallen into Eegnier*s hands, the 
Deliaht sloop of war, commanded by Captain Hanfield, 
stood close in shore, to recapture them, and we watched 
her operations, from the ramparts, with the greatest 
interest. 

Although the last day of December, it was a beautiful 
evening, and the golden Straits were gleaming in the 
light of the setting sun, then verging through a sky of 
the purest azure, towards the ffreen and lofty mountains 
which rise behind the spires and towers of Mossina. The 
French beached the gun-boats in succession ; and, covered 
by field-pieces and surrounded by squadrons of cavalry, 
we feared the sailors of the Deliaht would never cut them 
out or destroy them. Protected by the ship's broadside, 
three well-armed boats put ofi* from her, and pulled 
shoreward, with the gallant intention of spiking the gun- 
boats' artillery, at all risks. 

Fire flashed incessantly from the red port-holes of the 
Delight, and the white smoke of her cannon, rising 
through her taut rigging in fantastic curls, rolled away 
over the still bosom of the glassy Straits. The shot of 
the French field-pieces fell in a shower round her advan- 
cing boats ; and wherever a ball plunged into the bright 
ocean, a pillar of liquid, like a water-spout, reared into 
the air with a hollow roar. A dozen of those crystal 
columns shot up their foamy heads at every moment, as 
the sailors pulled steadily towards the beach. In the 
headmost boat waved a large union-jack ; and beside it, 
in the stem-sheets, sat Hanfield, waving his sword and 
cheering on his men. Close in his wake came the other 
boats, crowded with red and blue jackets, and glittering 
with boarding-pikes, bayonets, and cutlsAses ; while the 
glistemne blades of the feathered oars flaflhed like silver 
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in the simliglit, as they rose and fell in measured time, 
shooting the swift boats onward. 

Crowding on the ramparts, the 62nd cheered, and threw 
their caps into the air. A response arose from the deck 
of the (ustant sloop, when lo ! a most xmlooked-for mis- 
fortune took place. Scjlla, that place of horror and 
mystery to the ancient mariner, and before whose "yawn- 
ing dungeon" ^neas and Ulysses quailed with terror, 
was still fraught with danger. Under a press of canvas, 
the Delight sailed obliqudy, to keep company with her 
boats ; there was a st^ breeze blowing straight from 
Sicily, and she stood close along shoreTwith^erv inch 
of her snowy canvas filled, when we beheld her shaken 
by a tremendous shock ; her stately masts shook like 
wiUow wands, her long pendant fluttered, her broad sails 
shivered in the breeze, and she careened suddenly over* 
An exclamation burst from every hp. 

** Ashore !" cried the soldiers, with sorrow and dismay, 
as her tall fore-topmast fell overboard ; the main and the 
mizen followed it with a hideous crash; the beautiful 
vessel, which a moment before had been sailing so smoothly 
and swan-like, so trimlv and saucily, lay a dismasted 
wreck, bulged on a sunten ro6k within a few furlongs 
of the beach, with her lee-guns buried in the wat^, 
and all her seamen and marines who were not founder- 
ing in the wreck around her, clinging to her windward 
biSwarks. 

A triumphant vivaf ! burst fixwm the enemy, who plied 
their field-pieces with redoubled ardour ; and a cry, loud, 
fierce, and hoarse, answered from the English boats. 
The oarsmen paused, and the utmost conmsion took 
place ; there seemed a doubt whether to advance to the 
attack, or return to the assistance of their drowning mess- 
mates. Exasperated by the wreck of his dashing vessel, 
and filled with a desire for vengeance, the gallant Hanfield 
(an officer of great profession^ knowledge, and high indi- 
vidual worth) ordered the boats to advance, but his efforts 
were fruitless. His craft were soon crippled by the French 
cannon-shot and grape, which killed or wounded the 
majority of his force before it came near the Sicilian 
prizes. Hanfield, with many of his sailors, was killed, 
and Captain Seccombe, of the Glattan fri^te, who hap- 
pened to be on board the DeUaht, received a severe 
woimd,' of wkioh he died a fisw days after. The JMMito* 
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crews were all captured; and those men on the wreck 
went off in two remaining boats, to save themselves from 
the same fate. To prevent E^gnier from using the cannon 
remaining in the Delight, in prosecution of the siege, the 
moment it was dark enough, 1 left the sea-staircase, in a 
boat, with ten soldiers, and setting fire to the vessel, 
burned her to the water's edge ; so ended this catastrophe, 
which shed a gloom over us all for some time. 



CHAPTER LV. 

THE VOLTIGEUES. — THE MASSACBE OP BAGNAEA, 

II Cavaliere di Casteluccio, some of whose followers 
still hovered about the Solano, having sent me accurate 
information of the position and arrangement of Beyer's 
outpost at Bagnara — ^the point nearest to us in his pos- 
session, and held by the voltigeurs of the 23rd (Erench) 
light infantry — ^I concerted a plan to form ajunction with 
the cavaliere's Free Company, and cut off that detach- 
ment, as the castle had -been ^uite blocked up on every 
side since Regnier had pushed his advanced parties as far 
south as Bagnara and Favazina. 

On a misty night In the month of February, an hour 
after tattoo-beat, I marched out one hundred rank and 
file (more, indeed, than could be spared from my small 
garrison), and was joined by three times that number of 
uie Free Calabri, led by Santugo. Guided by the distant 
watchfires of General Milette's piquets, which formed a 
fiery chain along the Milia heights, we moved by the 
most unfrequented paths and gorges ; the last were nu- 
merous enough, as the whole country bore traces of that 
terrible convulsion of nature, which, twenty-four years 
before, engulfed Bagnara and three thousand of its 
inhabitants. Hideous scaurs and chasms rent in the 
sandstone rocks and salt-hills, together with the banks of 
vapour exhaled from the marshes, completely screened our 
movements from the enemy, scattered parties of whom 
watched the o|>eratioiis of the banditti and the Masse (a 
force now rapidly melting away), who were apt at all 
times to beat uj> their quarters, l^e system of perpetu&l 
haraBsing was vigorousfy maintained, to prevent tne forma- 
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tion of roads for the conveyance of their battering-train, 
towards the scene of the intended siege. 

After a time, the night became so dark that thevisconte 
was doubtful which was the way, as the dense vapour 
rolling down from the mountains cast a double gloom over 
everything. Openiog the door of a wretched hut, I found 
an old crone, who dealt in spells and love-potions, spread- 
ing her shrivelled hands over the expiring embers of a few 
dried sticks. 

"Beware, excellency, the hag is a sorceress!" said 
Giacomo, as I entered. 

" Signora," said I, unheeding his caution, " we are in 
want of a guide to the olive-wood of Bagnara ; can you 
procure us one for the service of Ferdinand and la 
Santa Fede P" 

I glanced at her son, or grandson, a boy about fifteen, 
a model of that bloom and symmetry so common in the 
youth of Spain and Italy ; he was almost naked, or clad 
only in skins. " Go thou, Pablo," said the crone. 

" Ahi ! madre," said he, shrinking back, ** like my father, 
I may be shot by the French." 

" via — away ! ' she replied, sternly. The strict filial 
obedience exacted by the ancients yet existed in these 
remote provinces ; so, taking his knife and pole, the youth 
at once prepared to accompany us. 

Guided by him, we reacned the neighbourhood of Bag- 
nara about midnight, and halted in an olive-wood, situ- 
ated on an eminence above the town ; it was then reduced 
to a few cottages, occupied by the voltigeurs, who had 
taken all the usual means to render their post as strong 
as possible, by loop-holing the walls, to enfilade the ap- 
proaches, ana barricading the ends of the little street 
with trees, furniture, brushwood, and banks of earth. 

" Chi e laP" cried a sonorous voice from the wood, as 
we entered it. 

" Italia" answered the first file of our advanced guard, 
and the Cavaliere di Casteluccio rode up at the head of 
his company of volunteers, all bold athletic fellows, 
armed with rifies and poniards, and carrying their ammu^ 
nition in leather poucnes or large bufialo-homs. 

Below us, in bagnara, all was still ; the poor doomed 
soldiers slept sounmy ; not a light twinkled, not a sound 
broke the silence, save the rusUe of the leafless trees, or 
the dash of tibe lonely sea as it rolled on the shinglj 
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beach. At times a red light shot across the sky to the 
westward ; it rose from the peaJc of Stromboli, in the dis- 
tant isles of -^olus. We held a council in the oHve-grove, 
before advancing. 

" Signer Casteluccio, be so good," said I, " as to describe 
the enemy's post." 

" The voltigeurs are six hundred strong, and commanded 
by a Colonel Pepe " 

"Any relation of Don PepeP" asked the Tisconte, 
laughing. 

" A tall, lantern-jawed fellow, with a scar over the left 
eye," said the cavahere. 

" The same," said I : "we have met before." 

" He occupies the house of the podesta, a stone building, 
well loop-holed and barricaded; the approach to it is 
defended by three twelve-pounders, which sweep the 
principal street, and are always loaded with round and 
tin-case shot. A hundred voltigeurs garrison the house ; 
the others are quartered in those adjoining ; and the 
defensive arrangements are such, that they can all act in 
concert, and, like a star-fort, the post gives a cross fire at 
every angle." 

" The safest approach P" 

" Is from the seaward. There a deep rut leads directly 
from the shore to the town ; thick foliage overhangs it, 
under which we can advance unseen. A single sentinel 
guards the point — ^the night is dark — ^you comprehend 
me P" added the cavaliere, smiling grimly, as he touched 
one of those villanous stilettoes, which his countrymen 
were never without. 

" Ay, Signer Paolo," I replied ; "once in, we will do very 
well; but as the voltigeurs sleep with their muskets 
loaded and their belts on, they will start to arms the mo- 
ment the sentinel fires his piece." 

" But he must be disposed of," said Santugo, coolly. 
" Giacomo !" 

His factotum appeared immediately. 

" A French sentmel occupies the ravine, through which 
we must advance undiscovered. He must not fire : you 
will see to this, as you value life." 

Giacomo bowea intelligently, and was withdrawing, 
when the voice of Ga^coigne arrested him. 

" You murdering villain, come here 1 what the devil — 
will you permit this piece of rascalityi Dundas P " 
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" Assuredly not ! " said I, dismounting from Cartouche. 

" I am an English officer, and not an assassin ! " said 
Lascelles, in great wrath. 

"You have both only anticipated me," I replied, 
** Santugo, we cannot permit the poor soldier to be slain 
in a manner bo dastaroly. No ! I would rather adrance 
under the hottest fire of musketry, than consent to it ; 
my own soldiers at least will follow me." A murmur of 
assent rose from the 62nd. 

" Cospetto ! " exclaimed Santugo, impatiently ; ** and to 
save the life of this paltry voltiffeur, who will perhaps be 
shot afterwards, you may sacrifice all our lives and th» 
success of the expedition." 

" I understand the scruples of our friends," replied 
Casteluccio; "and will undertake that, in ten minutes, 
Signor Dundas will have the voltigeur beside him, safe 
and sound ; xmless, indeed, he makes a great resistance ; 
in which case, I cannot assure you of my being very 
patient." 

In three columns we moved to the attack. Santoffo 
with his corps marched on one flank of the post; the 
cavaliere, with his !Free Company, on the other ; with nry 
hundred men, I chose the central point of assault by the 
gorge ; and the report of the first volley was to be the 
signal for the onset. Luckily for us, a thick white vapour, 
rolling from the sea, enveloped all Bagnara, veiling our 
movements completely ; the enemy had not the remotest 
suspicion of our vicinity. My soldiers were in light march- 
ing order, with skty ronnds of annnnmtion. W* went 
down the hill double quick, and entered the gorge softly, 
in sections of threes. Casteluccio accompanied us, to 
seize the sentinel ; but I had little reliance to place onlile 
successful fulfilment of his promise. 

" The sentinel once captured, we will rush upon th^n 
like a herd of wolves ; ana the massacre of Bagnara shall 
live in Calabrian story, like the Sicilian vespers of old !'" 
said the cavaliere, in a low, hoarse tone. His eyes sparkled ; 
he drew his poniard, and stole from my side towards the 
unsuspecting voltigeur, whom we discerned about fiffcy 
yards from where my party halted. Under the shade of 
afolia^ed clifi^, hestoodmotionless, with his musket ordered, 
and his eyes bent on the groimd. His voice alone broMe 
the intense stillness of his post, and had he been less oc- 
cupied with his own thoughts, he must undeiibtedlj hare 
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seen hb ; bat the mind of the poor Swiss conscript was 
peiiiaps far away where his mother's vine-clad chalet 
looked down on the vales and cataracts of his native canton. 
Sadly and slowly he hnmmed the pastoral " Ranz des 
vaekea" and saw not the foe, who, crouching like a lynx, 
with one hand on his lip and the other on his weapon, 
stole softly towards him. I waited the issue with anxiety. 

" Silenzio ! " exclaimed the strong cavalier, in a fierce 
whisper, as he j?rasped the sentry by the throat. The 
poor DwiBS boy (for he was but a boy, after all) understood 
not the word ; but the sudden stifling grasp, and the sight 
of the glittering bastia poniard, almost deprived him of nis 
facultieB ; taken completely by surprise, he dropped his 
nrasket, and was dragged among us, a prisoner. 

" Signor, I have nSeemed my promise," said the breath- 
less Taolo. " May this be an omen of what is to foUow ! " 
He sprang up the rugged face of the gorge to rejoin his 
party, while mine moved forward double quick. Leading 
the way, sabre in hand, I scrambled over a bank of earth, 
a strong wicket in which led to the guard-house. We 
were provided with sledge-hammers, and the noise of 
breaking it down brought out the guard : they fired, and 
two solfSers fell dead beside me ; we answeredby a volley, 
and the whole cantonment was alarmed in a moment. 
With the charged bayonet and clubbed musket, we rushed 
upon the guard, which we overwhelmed and captured in a 
moment. 

" Lascelles, take twenty men, and beat down the Semi- 
nara gate : Santugo will enter that way. Ofi^, double 
quick!" 

The surprise was so complete, that the resistance we 
encountered on every hand was faint : the guards were 
overpowered, the avenues beaten open, and the fierce fol- 
lowers of the viseonte and Oavaliere Paolo spread like a 
pack of famished hounds over the little town ; slaying all 
they met, without mercy or remorse. 

The party occupying the podesteria gave us more trouble 
than we had expecteq. I saw Colonel Pepe, in his shirt 
and trousers, rush from the door to the three field-pieces, 
which he discharged in rapid succession, and their canister 
shot did terrible execution among the dense column of 
Calabrians rushing up the street. Ere he regained the 
door, a shot from a rine arrested him ; he tossed his arms 
wfld^y abore ids head, and tiien fell backwards a corpse. 
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The entrance was closed and barricaded, and a close aad 
destructive fire was opened from every window, and those 
countless loop-holes with which the walls had been hastilj^ 
perforated : flashes, smoke, and half-naked men were seek! 
at every aperture ; and the gleams of the musketry illuBii- 
nated the whole place. 

Aware that not a moment was to be lost, as the cavalry 
at Seminara or the piquets of Milette would be all under 
arms at the sound of the first shot, I resolved that a 
vigorous attempt should be made to storm the podesta's 
house, which, from its size and strength, had become the 
principal keep or stronghold of the enemy. Desiring 
Crascoigne, with a Buitable party, to collect as many pri- 
soners as possible, I led forward my own immediate 
command. Our approach was com^etely enfiladed bv 
the adjoining houses, from which the JPrench poured forth 
a fire with such destructive precision and rapidity, that in 
B. few minutes the street presented a horriole spectacle, 
being heaped with killed and wounded, whose blood crim- 
soned the gutters on both sides of the way. Directing 
Santugo to assail the house in reair, Casteluccio and I led 
on a mixed force of British and Calabri ; but so terrible 
was the leaden hail the French showered on three sides of 
us, that we were repulsed with immense slaughter : the 
cavaUere received a severe wound in the sword-arm ; yet 
he quitted not the ^ound, but brandishing his sabre with 
his left hand, contmued to animate his lollowers by his 
presence and cries of " Viva Ferdinand IV ! " 

Again I led forward the renmant of my party, and a^ain 
we were forced to recoil, but succeeded in bringing ofiTone 
of the curricle-guns ; with a wild shout of triumph it was 
wheeled round, double shotted, and discharged against the 
house. 

" Hurrah ! " cried I, almost frantic with excitement, 
ramming home another ball with my own hand. ** Bravo ! 
Grask, keep your hand tight on the vent — ^ready the match— ^ 
stand clear of the recoil — ^fire ! " and again it belched forth 
destruction. Thrice it was fired, and thrice the shot struck 
the same place ; an enormous rent yawned in the wall, 
and a mass of masonry fell to the earth : yet the French, 
fought with undiminished courage. The side of a room 
had been completely breached. 

** Forward the 62nd ! Advance the Calabri ! On them 
with the bayonet — charge— hurrah ! " Animated by my 
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example, and, notwithstanding the deadly fire poured on 
tiiem from every part, onward thev went, with tnat heroic 
ardour which soon after swept the armies of Kapoleon 
from the fields of Spain and Flanders. We burst in 
amongst the voltigeurs, whose diminutive stature placed 
tiiem at the utmost disadvantage, when opposed to English 
soldiers and the tall, athletic Calabri in the fierce hand-to- 
hand combat which ensued. A desperate struggle followed. 
For a time the podesteria seemed shaken to its base, and 
in the close milie I received a severe blow from a clubbed 
musket : but the voltigeurs yielded themselves prisoners 
of war in five minutes ; and my soldiers immediately en- 
circled them, to protect them from the knives and bayonets 
of the infririated Italians. 

In the despatch of Greneral Sherbrooke it is mentioned, 
that " in the ni^ht attack on Bagnara, the voltigeurs of 
the 23rd light mfantry were cut to pieces." Tm& was 
literally the case : so merciless were the Calabrese, that a 
great number of the poor Frenchmen were slaughtered in 
Qieir beds (a blanket, a great coat, or a bundle of fern), 
and no wounded man escaped them. Of Colonel Pepe's 
600 voltigeurs, 450 lay, like himself, weltering in blood, 
in the streets and houses of Bagnara. I did all that man 
could do, short of assaulting the Calabrians, to stop the 
horrid slaughter ; but my efiorts were unavailing, and the 
blood of these brave men was poured forth like w^ater : 
the soldiers of the 62nd revolted at such cold-blooded 
cruelty, and expressed their indignation aloud. The poor 
remnant of the 23rd were moody and silent, cast down in 
spirit and pale in visage, ragged and half naked, when I 

Earaded them outside me town, just as the grey daylight 
rightened the Milia peaks, and the sea began to change 
its nue from inky grey to sparkling blue, as it rolled on 
the rocky promontories of ocylla and Palmi. Our casual- 
ties were numerous : but one officer, a hundred and fifty 
rank and file, and three pieces of cannon were the prizes 
of the night. To gain these, four hundred and fifty of 
tiieir comrades had oeen destroyed ; and almost in cold 
blood, too ! 



410 ADYBNTXJBBS OF AN AIDB-DB-CAMF. 



CHAPTER LVI. 

BBTBEAT IN SQUAUB. — THB PBISONBB OF WAB. 

BoBNB en the morning breeze from Seminara, the distant 
sound of a cavalry trumpet warned ub to retire with pre- 
cipitation. We spiked the guns, blew up the tumbrils, 
and, setting the town on fire, soon destrojea all of Bagnara 
that the last earthquake had left unengulfed. Lighted hj 
the red blaze which the burning houses cast on the green 
hills, the dark pine- woods, and the impending masses of 
basaltic rock frowning over mountain-streams and deep 
defiles, we continued our retreat double-quick, without the 
aid of our little guide, Pablo, who, at sound of the first 
shot, had yanished, without waling for his promised 
reward. 

** Hark to the tantara of the trumpets ! Milette*s 
cavalry brigade is coming on," said Santu^o, checking his 
black Barbary horse and listening to the distant sound. 

As he spoke, French cavalry appeared on the Seminara 
road, galloping in file along tne narrow way by which we 
were hurrying towards Scylla, whose ramparts we dis- 
cerned above the morning mist, about three miles off". 
The rising sun gleamed gauy on the long lines of shining 
helmets and glancing sabres, as the horsemen swept 
throug^h the deep dell in close pursuit. The fire of Cas- 
teluccio's volunteers, who formed our rear-ffuard, served 
to keep them in check for a time, and impede their advance, 
by the fall of steeds and their riders ; but on our debouche- 
ment into more open ground, I formed the whole into a 
comnact square, with the prisoners in the centre. The 
cavalry now pushed on at a furious gallop, and, as they 
cleared the gorge, the trumpeters sounded in succession 
** form squa£x)n ;" the right files trotted, while the left 
swept round at fiill speed ; and, the moment each troop 
formed, it rushed upon us with a force and impetuosily 
which must have stricken terror into the Calabrese : but 
the proud troopers recoiled before the levelled bayonets 
and steady fire of a few brave men of my own corps, who 
formed the rearward face of the square. 

Successively the six squadrons of a whole corps of light 
cavalry swept after us, and successively they were com- 
pelled to break into subdivisions, and retire to the right 
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and left, round the flanks of their column, while the next 
in order advanced to the chaise. They snfTered severely ; 
both horses and riders lay romng in heaps, while we lost 
not a man, as the troopers never flred tneir pistols ; pro- 
bably to spare their countrymen who were our prisoners. 
Just as a brigade of horscartillery came at a g^op from 
the dell, and were wheeled round on an eminence, to open 
upon us, we gained the shelter of a pine-thicket, and in 
perfect safety retired leisurely upon Scylla. 

Oasteluccio's band — ^whose retreat to their fastnesses in 
the Solano the advance of Milette's cavalry had com- 
^etely cut off — ^I added to the garrison of the town. 
The wound of the brave cavaliere was severe, and a 
musket-ball had broken his lefb arm. Our surgeon, 
Macnesia, reduced the fracture; but the patient was 
quite unserviceable, and therefore reldred for a. time to 
Messina. 

After the transmission of our prisoners and woimded to 
the same place, in the boats of the JSleetra frigate, I 
gladly retired to my quarters, where the joy and tender- 
ness of Bianca soon made me ^orsest ihe excitement and 
weariness of the past night. Imt evening the mist, 
which had all day hover^ over land and sea, cleared 
away, when we plainly saw the French working-parties 
on the mountains, forming the road from Seminara, 
under the protection of s&ong escorts of cavalry and 
infantzy. 

Occasionally a puff of white smoke, curling from the 
brow of a din or from a neighbouring thicket, and an 
immediate commotion amons the enem^r, announced a 
sudden shot from a ooncealea Calabrian rifle, which had 
struck one from the roll of the soldiers of the empire. 
Banditti, and broken parties of the Masse, stuck like burrs 
in the skirts of the French ; and the loss of life occa- 
sioned by such desultory warfare was immense. 

Bianca shuddered as she surveyed the distant foe and 
glanced at the castle batteries below us, where, in regular 
order, stood the long lines of iron twenty-fours and 
thirty-twos, with all the accompaniments of rammers, 
sponges, and handspikes; pvramids of balls occupying 
the spaces between. The glittering bayonets shone on 
every bastion and an^le ; wnile the numerous sentinels, 
and the hourly rounds of the watchful commanders of 
giiaids, denoted an alertness and excitement, a vicinity 
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of warfare, equally appalling and novel to her. Whilst w& 
were watching all tnese preparations, a little draininet* 
beat the warning for the ** erening retreat ; " the sharp 
rattle of his dram a^tated Bianca so much, that she burgt 
into tears, and, sinking on my shoulder, exclaimed, *' Oh, 
Claude ! would to G<^ we were safe at Palermo ! Ali 
this is indeed terrible." 

**A11 thisr I reiterated. "Faith! Bianca, I see 
nothing terrible here. The guards on the alert, the 
cannon in order, the duty carried on strictly, all bespeak 
the orderly garrison. But if the mere sight of these tlunga 
and the clatter of that little boy's dnim affiight you, 
think what will be your terrors when yonder hill bristLes 
with brigades of cannon, vomiting death and Bxe ; when 
every pomt around us ghtters with steel, and even the 
roar ot Dragara is lost in that of the conflict ; when men 
are falling luce ripe grapes in a storm, and the shot flying^ 
thick as liail, rending battlement and tower. Oh ! tnink 
of all these dangers, dear one ; and, once more, let me 
entreat you — ^implore you, to retire to Messina. Consent, 
Bianca ; and I will this moment order a gun to fire for 
the JSlectra's boat." 

" And you counsel me to leave you so soon P" said she, 
bending her soft eyes on mine. 

" Your gentle mind cannot conceive the horrors of a 
siege. Scylla I must defend to the last, for such are my 
orders ; but how long can such a little fortress withstand 
the mighty army of MassenaP Our separation, Bianca, 
can only be for a time " 

" Caro Claude, for a time — ^but how longP You may 
be taken prisoner and carried to Don Pope's dungeons in 
Dalmatia, and I may never see you again. When I think 
of poor Benedetto s fate — oh, horror! Say no more, 
Claude ; death only shall separate us." 

The entrance of Bob Brown or Annina (they now com- 
posed our entire household) put an end to this pathetic in- 
terview. Bianca smiled through her tears, and looked so 
beautiful and happy, and love made me so selfish, that I 
said no more of ner retiring to Sicily. 

The evening was sunny and still, the air serene, and the 
sea cahn, except aroxmd the rock of Scylla. GHie green 
Sicilian shore it>se up, clearly and distinctly, from the 
azure ocean, and the sails of the Amphton, the Electroy 
the Glatton, the Fompey, and all our numerous war-ship» 
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whioli studded the Straits, shone white as snow in the 
sunbeams; while Sicilian ^n-boats, slare-galleya, and 
xebecques dotted the sea between ; the cloudless sky, atad 
the range of hiUs which terminates at the Faro, formed 
the background. Our casements were open, and the 
setting sun poured his bright rays into the castle-haU, the 
roof of which was covered with the dilapidated frescoes of 
Matteo Frette, and the faded coats armorial of the princes 
of Euffo Scylla. It was a noble relic of other days. 
Massiye lomc columns of Sicilian marble, with bases of 
green Corsican jasper, rising from a tesselated floor, sup- 
ported its arched roof; between these, in niches, were 
some rare pieces of ancient sculpture, dug from the ruins 
' of the nei^nbouring Columna Shegini ; or, perhaps, reUcs 
of that edifice which Anaxilaus, its prince, first raised on 
the rock, to defend him against the warriors of Tuscany. 
The early flowers of a warm Italian spring were bloomiuja: 
in the balconies, and their sweet perfiome was wafted 
around us. 

Bianca was seated at work, brocading a piece of scarlet 
Pahni silk, while I lounged on a sora, reading the last 
''GtusettaBritannica;" a silver carafia of the cardinal's 
muscadel stood close at hand, and I thought, while knock- 
ing the ashes from my third cigar, that my situation on the 
staff* would be a very pleasant one, if Monsieur le General 
Hegnier contented himself by remaining intrenched at 
Cassano, instead of beating up my quarters at the ex- 
tremity of lower Itily. 

A smart single laiock at the door announced Serjeant 
Gask. 

" Mr. Lascellea has sent me to sa^, sir, that the officer 
taken prisoner at Bagnara, who wished to be sent to 
Dalmatia on parole, appears to be an Italian." 

** The rascal ! " I exclaimed ; " but perhaps he is a 
Boman, or Venetian.** 

** He says the last, sir ; but I could swear that he is a 
Calabrian bom and bred." 

" Bring him here, with a file of the barrier guard, that 
I may examine him myself." 

Gusk retired, and in five minutes returned with the 
prisoner — ^a sullen and dogged-like fellow, wearing a plain 
iBVench uniform, blue, wim scarlet facings, an aiguillette, 
and shoulder-scales. He was swarthy, and his \askk 
moustaches gave him a melancholy aspect, while the 

2b 
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roiling of Mb lestiieas eyes annoimoed that lie iras very ill 
at eaae. 

On his entnmoe with the escort, !Kanca withdrew. 
Imagine my sarprise, onieoognizing Fietro Navairo, who 
grew deadly pale on beheading me. 

^ Grood evening ! Signor Ksrano/' said I ; '* I did not 
ei^pect to meet a descendant of the worthy inventor of 
mmes nnder cirenmstanoes so degrading." 

'' I am Pepe Biada, a Yenetuin, bearing a commission, 
in the artillery of the emperor. Ton are making some 
mi^ake, signor, and I warn yoa to beware of reTOisals. 
A heavy brigEide oi guns is already en route for Scylla, 
which cannot hold oat a day against the forces now 
marching on it — no, San Martino ! — not a single day." 

'* SanMarteeno P ha ! the true NeapoHtan twang, that," 
I exclaimed. ^' How many men are moving on this 
pomtP" 

" Six thoasand« exclusive of artillery, horse, and sap- 
pers,** he answered, gruffly. ** I demand, siffnor, aa a 
Venetian in the service of the king of Italy, mat I may 
be permitted to retire, on my jmrole of honour." Se 
spoke boldly, and seemed to imagine that his information 
had staggered me a httle. 

** You must first be examined by a military court- 
martial. I have not forgotten that night when you 
poniarded the brave cavaliere of Malta, in mistake for me. 
On clearing yourself of that, and several other gross 
misdemeanours, you wiU be transmitted to Sicily, to be 
treated as the government shall deem fit. You will be 
good enough to hand me your sabretache? Take him 
away, Gask, and guard him well — ^he deserves no mercy. 
Give Captain Gascoigne my compliments — send him here, 
and desire the orderly drum to beat for orders." 

Navarro, finding that his assertions of innocence were 
made to one who was too well convinced of his guilt, in 
silence unbuckled his belt, threw it with the sabretache 
towards me, and retired with his escort From its bulk 
and weight, I thought it contained something of im- 
portance ; but found only an Italian work on engineering, 
by Donate Bosetta, the canon of livoumia, together vri& 
a lew sketches of fi>rts and roads. One of these was im- 
portant enough : it showed the castle of Scylla, with the 
positions to & occupied by the French cannon ; their pro- 
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posed approaclies and trenches were laid down, and our 
weakest points were marked. This document was a fredi 
cause for exasperation : from his knowledge of the fortress 
and its locality, Nayarro miist have been of the utmost 
use to General Eegnier ; and I was defconmied to bring 
him to trial without delay. My process was harsh ; bat 
let the peculiar nature of my position, the power with 
which I was vested, and NaTurro's crimes, excuse it. 



CHAPTEE LTH. 

THE BBUH-HEAD COITBT-KABTIAL. 

I PABADED the whole of the little garrison, and ordering 
a drum-head court to assemble immediately, wrote the 
charges on which the prisoner was to be arraigned before 
it : but I was interrupted by an outcry and combat in the 
guard-house. Snatching tne sword fixmi Gask's belt, he 
had attempted to stab hm, and break away by force ; but 
the soldiers beat him down with the butts of their muskets^ 
and he was secured with handcuffs, an iron bar, and Ik 
padlock. 

Formed in close column, the whole garrison, including 
the Free Corps of Santugo (who, althou^ their lieutenant- 
colonel was, oddly enough, under my orders), paraded to 
hear and behold the proceedings. So exasperated were 
the Calabri, that tiie presence of British soldiers alone 
prevented them from sacrificing the imhappy Kavarro, 
and thus destroying all that judicial form which I meant 
to give^to our proceedings. 

Li centre of the casfle court was placed a drum, with 
a Bible, pens, ink, and paper, upon it. The president 
stood on one side, and the members on his right and left 
hand ; Navarro, wiiji his escort, stood opposite. I had to 
act in the triple capacity of prosecutor, witness, and ap- 
m*over. The paper found attached to the poniard m 
Castelermo's bosom, the likeness of !N^avarro, disguised 
as one of the Gompagnia di Morti, together wiui the 
contents of his sabre^he, I laid before the court fbr 
examination. 

Brief as the proceedings of such a tribunal always are, 

2e2 
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ours were necessarily unusually so : a forward movement 
was at that moment being made by the French cavalry, 
and we were pressed for time. The following is a 
literal transcript of the short and singular document 
indited by Lascelles on that occasion : it is still in my 
possession :— 

*' Proceedings of a drum-head court-martial, held on 
PiBTBO if AVABEO, late of the Sicilian Engineers, by 
order of Captain Dukdas, 62nd regiment, Commandant 
of the Castle of Scylla. 

" The court being duly sworn, and having weighed and 
considered the evidence against the prisoner and his de- 
fence, are of opinion that ne, Pietro ifavarro, is guilty of 
the following cnarges : — 

" First, Of assassinating Marco di Castelermo, a knight 
commander of Malta, and captain of the Free Corps. 

" Second, Desertion to the enemy. 

"Third, Conspiring with rebels to destroy the Villa 
d'Alfieri. 

" Fourth. Poisoning the well of H. M. castle of Scylla, 
and thereby endangermg the lives of the garrison. 

'' Sentence, To be shot or hanged, as the commandant 
shall direct. 

'* Membees. 

" Pat. Gascoigne, Capt. 62nd Eegt. Pres. 
" O. Lascelles, Lieut. 62nd Eeet. 
'* Pelham Yilliebs, Lieut. 62nd Begt. 
" CoNTE d*Abena, Lieut. Free Corps. 
" CoNTE DI Palma, Lieut. Free Corps. 

" Scylla, Feb. 1808." 

To this I affixed my signature, with the fatal words 
** confirmed — to he shot" Navarro grew pale as death 
when I laid down the pen ; and, afl I gave the command, 
forming the close column into a hollow square, by march- 
ing it to the front and wheeling the subdivisions of the 
central companies outward, he seemed to receive an electric 
shock. He moved mechanically to the front, when I de- 
sired Lascelles, who acted afl our adjutant, to read the 
brief proceedings. So flagrant were Ids crimes, that to 
have yielded him one privilege as an officer, vras not even 
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to be thought of, and he was treated in every respect sls 
a private soldier. 

Oliver read the proceedings and sentence, first in Eng- 
lish, and then in Italian ; rTavarro listened with dogg^ 
silence, knowing well that entreaties were useless if made 
to the stem miutary tribunal before which he found him- 
self so suddenly arraigned. His lip quivered, and his 
brow blanched, when the last words " to be shot,'* fell upon 
his ear, and he save me a dull, inquiring stare, as I folded 
the paper and &rust it into my sabretache. Though my 
glance was firm and my voice never quavered, I felt for 
the poor wretch, undeserving as he was. He hovered on 
the brink of eternity, and my lips were to utter the com> 
mand which would at once send liim into the presence of 
his Creator. 

Mine — ^there* was something terrible in the idea : I 
paused for a moment ; a beam of hope lightened his gloomy 
eyes and brow. The place was so si3l, that one might 
have heard a pin fall : but delay was cruel. 

" Unhappy man ! " said I, "you have heard the opinion 
and sentence of the court. The latter must be carried 
into execution in twenty minutes, and it would be well to 
employ that Uttle time in pure repentance, and in Bolemn 
prayer. 

** O, onmipotente !" he exclaimed, raising up his eyes 
and fettered hands, "in twenty minutes, can so many 
years of sin and enormity be repented of? O, San 
Giovanni, thou, whose most holy oraer I have outraged ! 
O, San Marco the glorious ! Ememio the martyred ! and 
thou, sweetest Madonna I intercede forme with One whom 
I am unworthy to address ! *' 

Deeply touched with his tone, I turned to Santujgo : 
but he Vas too much used to hear such pious ejaculations 
on every frivolous occasion, to care a st^w about them ; 
and, leaning on his sabre, he surveyed the culprit with a 
stem glance of distrust and contempt. 

** Down on your knees, villain ! ' he exclaimed, " and 
pray with a will ; for I fear you are standing on the brink 
of eternal damnation ! " 

"O, horror!" cried Navarro; and, losing all self-pos- 
session, he sank on his knees, and began to repeat his 
pater-noster with great devotion. 

" I regret that we have here no priest of the Catholic 
church to attend you in this terrible hour," said I, *' but 
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yonder is a good and worthy soldier who has onco beei^ 
in holy orders, and if his prayers " 

" Away ! " cried Navarro, as Gask took a Bible from his 
hayresack, and, laying his grenadier cap aside, advanced 
towards lum. " ^Better a l^k, than a Jew ; but, in snob 
an hour as this, better the devil than a heretic ! Away,, 
accforsed ! I spit upon you ! I will trust rather to my 
own prayers i^ 4 mtercessions " ^ 

" I presume not to intercede/' said poor Gtisk, meekly, 
aa he closed the Bible ; " I am but an humble soldier, 
tiiough I hare seen better days ; and lam a smner, doubt- 
less, though never committing sin wilfully. I entreat your 
permission to accompany you in prayer, to sooliie your 
Isst moments, in such wise that, througn the blessed mercy 
of the Lord of Hosts " 

" Ghieu, setaaasso ! ** screamed the assassin, quite be- 
side himself; "away, h^eticl Better the most ribald 
monk of Pistoja than such as thee 1 " 

" Fall back, Gask ; the man is frantic," sud L « Tell 
off a section, with their arms loaded ; desire the pioneers 
to disT a grave in the cardinal's bastion, and their corporal 
toWSdn^tieprison^fBeyeB." ^^ 

Gask saluted, and retired to obey, while the prisoner, 
covering his face with his fettered hands, appeared to be 
engaged in the deepest prayer. The men of the 62nd 
eymced considerable repugnance to become his execu- 
tioners, such a duty being always reserved as a punishment 
for bad or disorderly soldiers, and there was not one 
among them who could be deemed to come trnder either 
of tiiese denominations. A whi^>er circulated through 
the ranks, and I knew that I was imposing an unpleasant 
duty upon good men. The visconte divined my dilemma. 

'^ Bundas," said he, " as Italians, let ours be the task to 
punish this wretch, whcmi I blush to acknowledge a oonntry- 
man! Giacomo, take twenty of oar corps, and shoot him 
through the back ; but unbind his hands, tiiat he may tell 
over ms beads once more before he dies." 

Giacomo selected his marksmen, and drew them up 
opposite a high wall, before which Navarro knelt, about 
thirty paces Sam them. As the Calabrians loaded, two 
pioneers with a shovel and pickaxe approached ; and on 
seeing them, the prisoner seemed seized with a frenzy. 
Sudd^y he sprang up, and fled towards & parapet-waQ 
with the fleetnesB of a hare, and a scene of the utmost ooa* 
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fosion ensued : shot afber shot was fired at him, but missed . 
It was madness to hope to escape from Scylla, filled as it 
was with armed men, enclosed on three sides by the surg- 
ing sea, on the fourth by steep cliffs, and girdled by lofty 
towers and bastions, frantic with desperation and terror, 
the miserable N^avarro rushed up the platform of one of 
the ^un-batteries, and swung himself over the pan^t, 
escaping a shower of balls aimed at him by the half- 
diseiplined Calabri, who had all rushed in disorder to the 
walls : destruction dogged him dose. Beneath, the cliff 
descended sheer to the sea three hundred feet below; 
abore, the parapet bristled with weapofis, and was lined 
with hostile faces. Chilled with a sudden horror, when 
the dash of the foaming eea and 4he hollow boom of those 
tremendous carems by which the rode is pierced, rang in 
his ears, he became stunned ; and, closing his eyes, clung 
to a straggling vine, or some creeping plants, with all the 
stem tenacity that lore of life and fear of death inspire. 
Never shall I f(»get l^e expression <^ hia face when I 
looked over the parapet upon him. It was ghastly as that 
of a corpse : his short black hair brisiled a^ quivered cm. 
his scalp ; hb deep dark eyes glared with terror, hatred, 
and ferocity, till they resemblS those of a snake ; and 
every muscle of his face was eontracted and distorted. He 
swung in agony over the beetling cliff, on which he en- 
deavoured in vain to obtain a footmg ; but its £su$e receded 
from him, and he hung like a mason's plummet. 
" Giacomo," ssid the visconte, ^end Jbis misery." 
The Oalabrian levelled his musket orer the breastwork, 
and his idming eye, as it glanced alone the smooth barrel, 
met the fixed and agomzed glance c^ i^avarro. He fired. 
The ramparts round us, and the rocks and caves beneath, 
eave back the reverberated report like thunder. The ball 
Sad passed Ihrou^ the brain of Navarro, who vanished 
from the cliff and was seen no more. 
So perished this unhappy traitor. 
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CHAPTEE LVin. 

DIJLKOBA. — THE FOBFEITEB HAND. 

The exciting affair with Navarro was scarcely oyer, 
before we became inyolved in another ; which, though oC 
a different description, caused me no little anxiety : of this* 
my gay friend, Oliyer Lascelles, was the hero. 

Oliyer was a handsome, good-humoured, li^ht-hearted, 
curly-headed, thoughtless, young fellow ; heir to (me of 
the finest estates in Essex, with a venerable Elizabethan 
manor-house and deer-park, a stud of horses, and a kennel 
of hounds. He was a good shot, and a sure stroke at 
billiards ; could push his horse wherever the hounds went, 
and, when hunting, was never known to crarie in his life : 
he would spur, slap-dash over everything ; and he alwa^rs 
led the field. However, these were but the least of hia 
good qualities : he possessed others, that were of a better 
order. Oliver was, every inch, an English gentleman and 
soldier; possessing a refined taste, and more solid 
acquirements than such as are necessary merely to 
enable a man to acquit himself in fashionable or mihtary 
life; for, in truth, a very "shallow fellow" may pass 
muster, at times, in the ball-room, on parade, or m the 
hunting-field. 

About this time, when £/egnier*B advance kept us all on 
the alert, Ohver, as if he h^ not wherewithal to occupy 
his thoughts, contrived to fall in love ; and, to all appear- 
ance, so eamestiy, that I was not long in discovering and 
rallying him about it. People are very prone to fall in 
love in that land of bright eyes : the little god Cupid is 
still " king of sods and men," in sunny Ausonia, where 
love seems to oe the principal occupation of the in- 
habitants. 

Though the advanced posts of the enemy were now- 
pretty close to us on all sides, our fiery spark, Lascelles, 
went forth every evening to visit his innamorata, who dwelt 
in the neighbourhood of Fiumara, which had now become 
a French cantonment. I have elsewhere alluded to his 
artistic talent : he had now conceived a violent fancy for 
delineating Italian girls in all the glory of ruddy and 
dimpled cheeks, dark eyes, braided hair, and very scanty 
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petticoats. His apartments were strewed with such 
sketches, aad Biazica rallied him smartly, on finding that 
the same pretty face was traceable in every drawing : 
Oliver had, evidently, one vivid and particnhur idea ever 
uppermost in his mind. . He had a rival, too— a devil of a 
fellow — ^who contrived to infuse an unusual quantum of 
mystery into this love affair, all the perils of which I will 
relate to the reader, while our friends, the French, are 
labouring at the Sexmnara road, in order to bring up their 
train of cannon. 

"Where away so fast, Oliver P" asked I, as he was 
hurrying past me, one evening, about dusk, mufBed in his 
eloak. 

"Only a little way from the castle," he responded, 
somewhat impatiently. 

" Southward, eh P** 

" Ah— yes." 

"ToFiumaraP" 

" Why—yes." 

"Take care, Oliver, my boy! The French lOlst, a 
thousand strong, are cantoned there, and the end of lliis 
nightly visiting may be a few years' unpleasant captivity 
in Verdun or Bitche." 

" Tush I" said he, impatiently ; " I have my sword and 
pistols." 

" So much the worse ; they may only provoke the wrath 
of your captors. 'Tis a pity your fSedr one, Signora Mon- 
tecmo (that's her name, 1 l>eheve), lives in so dangerous a 

• • •! If 1 

vicmity. 

" I am only going to visit the bishop of Nicastro." 

" A shallow excuse, Oliver : you are not a man to relish 
the old bishop's society. By the bye, his niece is very 
pretty, — ^is she notP" 

" Eather," said he, drily. 

" So much so, that you think her face cannot be deli- 
neated too often." 

" Stay, Claude, no quizzing : I won't stand it." 

" She has a brother, or cousin, a sad fellow,— an out- 
lawed guerilla, or something of that sort, — ^who has served 
under Francatripa, and is stained with a thousand name- 
less atrocities. And do you know what people say about 
the pretty signorina herself P" 

"What say they P" he asked, sternly. 

" That she is a nearer relation of the good padre 
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bishop, than he cares to have generally known : priests' 



mecef " 






" D ^n their impndenoe ! only yourself, Claude— 

^ Captain Dnndas, I mnst request '* 

" O, yes, I understand all that : ha* ha !" 

" No man in the service '* 

What ! do you really love this giri, Oliver P'* 
Yes ; on my honour, I do." 

Very possibly : but, — I speak as aa old firiend,— joa 
do not mean seriously P" 

He started, and coloured deeply. 

"I know not," he muttered, hurriedly: "and yet, 
Claude, I cannot be so base as to think of her otherwise 
than as a man of honour ought to do. Her relationship 
to the old padre is, to say the best ot it, somewhat 
dubious ; but then, she is so good-tempered and ladylike— 
so gentle, so beautiful, and winning, that I cannot; for 
the soul of me, help loving her ; ana I pledged " 

" Pledged ! Maladetto ! as they say here, are you. engaged 
to her P" 

" Why, I did not make a particular— that is to say, not 
quite an engagement-— pshaw ! what am I talking h^re 
about P" 

"I see! Ah, Oliver, you are evidently very deeply 
dipped with her: you cannot steal a march upon me* 
Let me advise you, liasceUes, to be cautious in your affair 
with this young kdy. Your &mily, your fortune, all 
entitle you 

" Thanks, Dundas ! I don't require this tutor-like 
advice," said he, putting his foot in the stirrup of his 
roan horse, with a dash of hauteur in his manner. 

" At Fiumaia* the French keep a sharp look-out," I 
urged. 

" Be it so," said he ; " thither I go, at all risks.** 

" You are not acting wisely." 

" Granted — one never does so in love." 

" Be cautious, Ohver ! I would be loth to lose yon, and 
I £nd it will be necessary to ' come the senior over you,* 
as the mess say, and order that no officer or soldier shaU. 
go beyond one mile from camp or quarters." 

" Do so to-morrow," he added, laughing : '' but, mewin 
while, ere the order is issued, I shall ride so fur as Finmaim 
to-night. What is the parole P" 
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** Jfcfaw?a— countersign, Italy" 

** Thank you : I do not wish, to be fired on by the blun- 
dering Oalabri/' be replied, little iTnaginrng he would 
never require the watchword. ^ Adieu ! by midnight I 
will return." 

Breaking away, he leaped on his hors^ and, dashing 
through the arched portal of tiie castle, rode down the hil£ 
through ScyUa, at a furious gallop. 

I was under considerable apprehension for my rash 
fiiend's safety. Midnight passed — slowly the hours of 
morning rolled on. Day was breaking, and the peaks of 
Mjlia were burnished by tiie yet unzisen sun, when I 
visited the poets, to inauire for Lascelles. He had not 
returned ; and, as he haa never before been absent so long 
in such a dangerous xkeighbonriiood, I became very uneasy : 
deeply I r^etted that, even at the risk of unpleasant 
words, I had noi exerted my authority as commanding 
officer, and compelled him to stay within the castle. The 
bu^e sounded lor morning parade at the usual hour, but 
Ohver Lascelles was not forthcoming — ^his place in the 
ranks was vaoant. 

On the advance of tiie Frendb, the old bishop, before 
mentioned, had retbred from the cifcy of Nicastro, aban- 
doning to tiiem his residence— the ancient castley famous 
as Uie place wh^^e Henry of Kaples expiated his rebel- 
lion. Betizing to his litde paternal villa, near Fiumara, 
he lived in retirement, unmolested by the French, who 
almost depopulated the surrounding country by their 
tyranny, extortions, and wanton outrage. On the side of 
a hill, at the base of which ran a deep and rapid stream, 
its banks covered with orange and citron-trees, stood the 
bishop's villa. It faced the Straits of Messina : high rocks 
and a thidc wood of pines hid it from the view ot the foe 
at Fiumara, oth»wise, their forage-parties would assuredly 
have paid it a visit. 

On the evening I last saw Oliver, a young lady was 
visible at an open window of this mansion. She was 
alone, and seated, in a redining posture, on an ottoman, 
upon which lay her guitar; her nair, half-braided, half- 
disordered, rolled in natural ringlets of the deepest blaok 
over a neck of the purest white-HSO pure, so transparent, 
that the blue veins beneath were distinctly visible. She 
was not tall, but of a full and beantifully-roandad form ; 
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and thougii her features were not regular, yet their ex- 
pression was very captiyating and piquant. Her eYes 
were dark and brilliant, her lips fall and pouting, her 
cheeks flushed and dimpled. 

Notwithstanding the season of the year, the air was 
dose and still ; tne sun had set, and the sky wore a warm 
and fiery tinge, but the hills and wood were of a dark 
bronze hue. 

Dianora Montecino listened impatiently. She awaited 
the coming of OHver, — ^but he came not. She often but- 
veyed her figure in a mirror which hung opposite, and a 
caun smile lighted up her pretty face : it was one of com- 
placent but mnocent adnuration of her own attractions. 
Her hair being in partial disorder, languidly, with her 
dehcate fingers, she endeavoured to adjust it ; then paus- 
ing, she sighed, and, after again consulting the friendly 
mirror, with a pardoxutble coquetry, she allowed the flowing 
tresses to remain free. 

*' He always prefers me in dishabille. That seems 
strange, — ^and yet I think I really look better so. But 
truJy, Signor Cfliver, you tarry long to-mght." 

line last flush of sunlight vanished trom the hills of 
Milia (or Mylae), and now rose the bright moon, sheddisg 
its softer light over land and sea, tinging ihe Straits witS 
silver lustre, and revealing the Sicilian fSuccas, with their 
striped latteen sails, and other picturesque vessels, which 
the sombre shadows of evening had for a time obscured. 
At the base of the hills, the river woimd between rocks 
and thickets, its surface reflecting the innumerable stars 
that studded the serene blue sky. A beautiful fountain, 
beneath the terrace, threw up its jet of water, like a cease- 
less shower of diamonds ; the air was laden with the per- 
fume of the earliest flowers of an Italian spring, and not 
a breath of wind was abroad to stir their closed petals, 
then fiUed with fragrant dew. Intently the young girl 
hearkened for the tramp of her lover's horse, — ^but he 
cfime not : she heard only the tumultuous beating of her 
own heart, and the monotonous plash of the water falling 
from the bronze Triton's mouth into the marble basin 
below. 

A step was heard softly on the gravel waHc. 

''At last he comes!'* she said, pouting, while joy and 
hope sparkled in her dark and liqmd eyes. A man leaped 
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over the balustrade of the terrace. " Dear Oliver, you 
have come at last : but stay, I owe you a scolding, signor 
mio ! " 

" *Tis not Oliver," replied the stranger, with a husky, 
but somewhat sad tone of voice ; and he stood before her, 
Bianora's first impulse was to call for assistance, but the 
voice of the stranger again arrested her. 

" For Grod*s sake, sij^ora, do not summon any one ! 
You have nothing to fear from me— indeed you have 
not." 

" Giosu^, is it only you P" said the young lady, with a 
tone of undisguised reproach and vexation. There was a 
pause. 

The unwelcome visitor was a young man about six-and- 
twenty, whose dress announced his occupation and rank 
in life to be somewhat dubious ; but his air, though con* 
strained in the presence of Dianora, had a dash of gallant 
and graceful recklessness in it. He wore the brigand 

farb, which had then become a kind of uniform adopted 
y all desperadoes ; he had a carbine in his hand, and a 
knife and four Ions iron pistols were stuck in a yellow silk 
sash. A loose velvet jacket, knee-breeches, and gaiters 
crossed with red leather strops, displayed to advantage 
his fine athletic figure, and round his open neck hung a 
little bag, containing a charm, which he supposed rendered 
him buflet-proof. A large, shapeless, and battered Oala- 
brian hat, with a royalist red riband fiauntins; from it, 
shaded his face, which was fringed with a blacK and un- 
trimmed beard, and presented a kind of savage beauty, 
though squalid through want, and fierce in its expression, 
being marked with the lines of the worst passions. The 
young fi^l regarded him with a glance expressive equally 
of timidity andpity. 

" Dianora — ^Dianora ! " said he, reproachfully, but mildly, 
"there was a time when you were not wont to pronounce 
my name in such a tone. Alas ! sweet cousin — luce myself, 
its very sound seems changed." 
** Poor Giosu^ !" she began. 

" Was not expected here to-night," said he, bitterly. 
" No ; you await another. Cattivo ! I know it." 

He regarded her gloomily, his fierce dark eres spark- 
ling in the twilight, Gke those of a basilisk ; ana she^ ^^^~ 
but a moment before had been all eagerness fortbia 
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of Olirer Laacelles, now mentally implared Heaven that 
he might not come that night, for something dreadful 
would certainly ensne. 

^* Dianora," said the yoong man, '* is it true what they 
tell me — that yon lore mis stranj^erP" 

" As I never can love thee, Giosn^," replied the girl, 
with timid energy. 

** Malediction f Have yon forgotten how yon once swore 
yoor hand ahoold be mineP" 

" Q?me, GioBu^ ; but you were not then what you have 
since become." 

< " Hear me, false one ! I swear by God and his blessed 
saints, that the hand you promised me shall never be tibte 
TOize of another. No ! mahuietto ! I will slay you, rather !" 
He laughed Htterly, and spoke in a hoarse tome. *' Yon 
despise me, Dianora. I am now a penniless outlaw. May 
our uncle, the hard-hearted bishop, whose miserly eruellT 
has driven me to despair " 

** O, most ungrateriil and unkind, Giosu^ ! say, rather, 
your own wild and intractable spirit has occasioned your 
destruction——" 

** And tiie loss of your love, Pianora P" 

*' Indeed, Giosu^ i never could have loved you as— you 
would wish to be loved ; but I have pitied you, wept &r 
you, prayed for you " 

^ ^ess you, dear girl," replied the young man, with in- 
tense sadness ; " you are very good and amiaUe, but I 
feel that love for you is making me mad I" 

" Now, leave me, Giosu^. Should the Inishop find you 
here '' 



" Say, rather, he whom you expect !" he exclaimed, 
bitterly and jealously. ** Ha ! false and fickle one ! within 
sound of my whistle are those who, in a moment, would 
bear you on to yonder mountains, in spite of all opposi- 
tion, and leave in flames this villa of our dog of an unde. 
But no, signora, I must have your love &eely, or not at 
aU." 

" A moment ago you threatened " 

** Peace ! Attempt not to stir, until you have heard me. 
This cursed English lieutenant (ha ! malediction ! you see^I 
kaow him), if he comes hither to-night, may get a recep- 
tion such as he little expects." He uttered a ferocuycUi 
laugh, and struck with nis hand the weapons which 
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niahed liis girdle. Tkey dLatfceared, and the heart of 
Pianora trebled between fear and indignatioii, for 
nothing rouses a young girl's spirit so much as hearing her 
lover i^ken of lightlj. 

<< Cospetto ! let this baby-faced teniente beware," con- 
tinued Giosu^y ''or, by tiie blessed Trinity ! I will put a 
brace of bullets throu^ his brain." 

" Wretch !** exclaimed the trembling Dianora, ** begone, 
lest I spit upon you ! O, Giosu^ ! are you indeed become 
80 mfSanly P Hare Imgandism and otctrage hardened 
you thus P*^ 

He laughed sternly, and said, " You do expect him to- 
night, liienP" 

'* What ifl that to you P*' she replied, pettishly. *' Oouain, 
I will lore whom I please." 

"You shall not love him." 

Pianora, who was now angry in downright earnest, 
began to sing, and thrum the strings of her mandolin. 

" Me nan segni fl biondo Dio, 
Me con Fills nnisoa amove — " 



" Dianora !" exclaimed the young man, in a voice half 
mournful and half ferocioas. " ^X ^^ memory of other 
days, I conjure you to hear me ! Thixik how, as children 
— as orphans — we lived, and plaved, and grew togeth^ 
— hear mel" HjIs voice grew thicks but the irritated 
girl continued her song. 

«* B poi sfoglii fl Morigoira 
Fato rio» nenioo deL" 

"Cruel that thou art; thy wish will never be real- 
ized !" he exclaimed, fiercely* Still she continued : — 

" Che fl desio non mi tormentiL 
O •• 

" Maledictions on you ! Is it thus you treat me P" 
Dianora laughed; he j^azed intently upon her, with 
fierce, glistening eyes; his white lips were compressed 
with stem resohition, thouf^h agitation made them quiver 
—and that quivering was visible even in the moonlight. 

" Dianora," said he, " for this time, I will leave you ; 
but when aeain we meet^tremble ! Fury 1 I am not to 
be treated like a child !'. 
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"Do not be so passionate, signor consin. Madonnli 
mia ! You are quite the Horazio of Matteo Aliman-s 
novel !" 

** Beware," he responded, with a dark and inexplicable 
scowl, ** that your hand — ^the hand pledged as mine— is hot 
bestowed upon your lover as Clarinia's was. Farewell, 
fickle and cruel Dianora ! Misfortune and love are turn- 
ing my brain." 

" Say, rather, wine, dice, and debauchery." 

*' Diavolessa !" ■ he exclaimed, in accents of rage, and 
springing over the terrace, disappeared. 

Dianora resumed h^r guitar, but she could sing no 
more ; her assumed nonchalance quite deserted her. The 
instnunent fell on the floor ; and, covering her face with her 
white hands, she wept bitterly, for Giosu^'s threats and 
Oliver's absence terrined heri 

. The cakn moon looked down on the dark forests and 
the snaky windings of the river, on whose glassy bosom 
here and there a red glow marked the .watch-fires of the 
distant French piquets. No one was ascending the 
mountain side. In the villa, in the valley below, and on 
^e hOls around it, the most intense silence prevailed. 
Eagerly Dianora listened. Anon, there rang through the 
welkin a shrill whistle — the whistle of Giosu? ; a famt cry 
succeeded ; it rose from the riv«r side, and floated tremu- 
lously upward through the stiU air. Another, and another 
followed ; they were cries for succour ! Her brain reeled 
—she sank upon her knees, and raised her hands to 
heaven — ^her heart beat wildly — she panted, rather than 
breathed. " O, God !" thougnt she, " if Oliver encounter 
the wild comrades of Giosu6, what have I not to dread P" 

Appalled by her own vivid and fearful thoug;hts, she sat, 
as it speU-bound, listening for other sounds, in an agony 
of suspense ; but none omer arose from the dark wooded 
dell than the murmur of the river, as its waters rolled on 
their way to the ocean. 

" Joy — joy— he comes at last !^* she exclaimed, as the 
hoofs of a galloping horse rang on the narrow and rocky 
pathway, which wound between thickets of orange and 
citron-trees, up the mountain side. " Dear and blessed 
lady of Burello, how I thank thee that he came not 
sooner I Three paters and three aves will I say. I see 
him now ; 'tis he ! How bravely he reins up his roan 
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JEhgliflh horse, with its hiffhhead and flowing mane ! There 
IB me dark cloak, and m.e little cap, beneath which his 
brown hair curls so crisply. Oh, well should I know him 
among a thousand !*' 

With all the frankness and ardour of an Italian girl, she 
rushed upon the terrace, and, waving her hand over the 
bahistradie, said pkyfully, " You have come at last, sienor 
mio. Fi ! I owe you a severe lecture ; approach, ana re- 
ceive it penitently." 

At that moment, the horseman rode close to the wall of 
the terrace, and threw an arm aroimd her. Overcome by 
her recent agitation, Dianora sank upon his breast, mur- 
muring, in tender accents, " Oliver — dear Oliver." 

"The curses of the whole calendar upon thee and 
Oliver too! Ha! you greet not him contemptuously 
with an old scra^ of Metastasio. Burning hell ! traitress, 
I recall your bitmg taunts, and will revenge me, even as 
Horazio did. Lo ! the hand you pledged tmto me shall 
yet be mine." 

A smothered cry burst from Dianora. Instead of 
the handsome and flushed face of Oliver Lascelles, a livid 
and unearthly visage, distorted by the most vindictive 
passions, was close to her cheek ; two ferocious eyes 
ghired upon her, and the strong arm of Giosu6 wm around 
her. 

" Never again wilt thou scorn a lover, Dianora Monte- 
cino, and dear will that taunt cost thee which dictates my 
revenge." 

His long, keen acciaro gleamed in the moonlight, as he 
grasped her beautiful hand with the grasp of a tiger — ^in- 
stantly the sharp kmfe descended upon the slender wrist ! 

Let me throw a veil over the horrors that ensued. 

The French sentinels on the windings of the lonely 
river, the wolf in the distant woods, and the eagle on the 
rocks of Battaglia, must have been alike started by the 
agonizing shrieks of Dianora. Fearful they were, but of 
short duration. A moan succeeded — a moan of terrible 
import. Then rang the hoofs of a horse, as if spurred 
madly down the steep roadway. A turn of the dell hid 
the wild horseman, and then all became still. 

Her right hand severed at the wrist, her nose cut off, 
and her face seamed with the most frightful gashes, 

27 
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Dianora was found by the alarmed household of ibe 
bishop, stretched on the marble terrace, bleeding and 
senseless — inntilated — dying. She was borne away ; con- 
vulsions succeeded, and that night the unhappy Dianora 
died. 

She expired in the arms of the venerable bishop, whose 
grief and norror rendered him almost distracted. 



CHAPTEE LIX. 



THE UONASTEBY. 



To return to Scylla. The hour of parade passed ; 
celles had not yet returned, and I could no longer with, 
stand my anxiety for his safety. Accompanied by my in- 
telligent countryman Otsak, a bugler, and twenty solcuers, 
in light marching order, each with sixty rounds of ammu- 
nition, I departed in the direction of Fiumara» on the 
almost hopeless errand of endeavouring to discover him. I 
now reproached myself bitterly, and roally thought I had 
been much to bmne in not restricthig my raui finend, 
even at the chance of a quarrel ; it could not have been of 
long duration. 

Leaving Scylla as quietly as possible, we marched 
towards Fiumara, by the most lonely and un&equented 
route, through gorges and thickets, expecting every 
instant to hear the musket of our advanced me dis- 
charged, as a signal that a patrol of French cavalry, or 
some such interruption, was m sight. 

It was a beautiful morning ; the rays of the bright sun 
streamed aslant between &e peaks of Myl», and the 
white dewy vapour curled from the dells, like a gauze 
screen, mellowm^ the dark green of the pine-thickets, and 
the blue of the gleaming ocean, which snone at times be- 
tween the openmgs of the high and broken, shore. Tikb 
morning hymn to the Virgin, and the telling of the matin- 
bell, floated through the stiU air, &om the dark old walls 
of St. Battaglia, a monastery perched on a rock, by the 
base of which the pathway wound. On we hurried, and 
soon Fixmiaray its nouses shining in the sun, the red 
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smoky fires of the French cami), and their chain of out- 
piquets near the river, appeared before us. 

At Hie bottom of the hill, on which the yilla of Monte- 
cino was situated, just as we were striking into the nar- 
row path that wound up its wooded side, our advanced 
file (who was about fifty paces in front), halted, and waved 
his hand. 

"Keep together, men! fix bayonets !— look to your 
priming---forward!" I exclaimed, and we rushed towards 
him. There was no immediate cause for alarm ; but on a 
level spot of green sward, we discovered sufficient evidence 
that some deed of violence and atrocity had been perpe- 
trated, and I trembled for my poor friend Oliver ! On 
the grass, lay his gilded gorget, with its white silk riband 
rent in two ; near ft lay a Duff military glove, covered with 
blood ; a little frtrther on, we found his riding-switch, with 
his crest graven on its gold embossed head. All around, 
the trampled state of the grass, the marks of feet (some of 
which had evidently been shoeless), the deep indents of 
horse-hoo&, and, worst of aU, a ^ool of coagmated blood 
on the pathway, led us to anticipate some terrible cata- 
8troph|. Loud and deep were the threats and execrations 
of the soldiers. 

At an accelerated pace, we pushed up the hill towards 
the house of Montecmo, passing on our left the moxdder- 
ing ruins of a castellettb, or little fortalice, the broken 
ramparts of which were almost hidden under heavy masses 
of dark.^en ivT and luxuriant weeds. 

Entermg the bishop's disordered mansion without cere* 
mony, I halted tiie soldiers in the vestibule, and desired a 
servant, who appeared, to conduct me to her master. The 
woman vouchsafed me no other reply than a motion to 
follow her : she was very pale, and her eyes were red from 
recent weeping. Openm^ a door, she ushered me into a 
little darkenea oratory, v3iere, on a bier before the altar, 
surrounded by tapers, shedding " a dim, religious light," 
lay the sad remams of the hapless Dian^a. They were 
covered with a white shroud, and so completely, that I 
beheld not the frightful ravages committed by the knife of 
the assassin. Beside the l^y — his white vestments 
soiled with blood, his thin e;fey hairs dishevelled, his aspect 
wild and haggard — knefi'Fietro Montecino, the aged 
bishop of Nicastro, his attenuated hands clasped, and 

2f2 
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holding a crucifix, on which, at times, he bowed down his 
reverend head. His wonted spiritual resignation, priestly, 
dignity, and stateliness of aspect were gone ; his siHnt 
was crushed and broken. How chiuigea was his whole 
appearance since the day when, with Bianca, I stood 
betore the altar in the church of his bishopric ! 

" O, Dianora ! my daughter — my child I " he exclaimed, 
in accents of the deepest grief: " O Madonna, have mercy 
upon me ! Holy Trmity, have mercy upon me ! Dianora, 
my blessed one ! Saint Eufemio, pray for her ! Saint 
Magdalene, pray for her ! Sweet lady of Burello ! — ^beati- 
fied Bosalia 1 — ^thrice-blessed ladv or Loretto, mother of 
mercy ! hear me, and pray for ner !" Heavy sobs suc- 
ceeded. 

The touching tones of his voice, and the passionate 
fervour of his devout appeals, deeply moved me. So 
intense was his sorrow, that it almost warranted the sus- 
picion of a nearer relationship to Dianora than his vows 
and character as a CathoHc churchman permitted ; but no 
such ungenerous thought occurred to me then : my heart 
felt only the deepest and most sincere compassion for the 
bereaved old man. He was so besotted with woeg that I 
saw it was next to impossible to obtain from him tne least 
intelligence or advice ; and, withdrawing softly, I left the 
vOla immediately. 

When descending the hill towards the spot where we 
had found the rehcs of our missing comrade, we met a 
peasant, who, with a long ox-goad, was urging a pair of 
lazy bufialoes towards Scylla. I desired my soldiers to 
bring him before me, in the desperate hope of obtaining 
some information concerning poor Lascelles ; and, strange 
to say, we could not have h&ai a luckier rencontre, or better 
intemgencer. 

" H^llo, Signor Campagnuolo ! " said I to the cattle- 
driver, " from whence nave you come this morning — 
Fiumara, eh P " 

"JSTo, Signor." 

"Where, then P" 

" From the monastery of Battaglia, down the mountains 
yonder," he answered somewhat reservedly; and, en- 
deavouring to pass, he added, " a holy day to you, Signor.** 

" Any movement taking place among the French lately P 
Are any of their patrols out P " 
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** I have not heard, excellency ; but a fugitive, chased 
by a party of them, took refuge at the monastery this 
morning, and is said to have confessed to the Padre Abate 
a horrible crime." 

** Ha ! and is he now in the sanctuary ?'* I demanded, 
eagerly. 

** Prostrate on the steps of the altar ; his penitence is 
great. Madonna, intercede for him ! " 

" Thanks," said I, permitting the uneasy rustic to pass 
on his way. "Advance, solmers — ^trail arms — forward, 
double quick! We have got on. the right scent at last, 
perhaps ; and there is not a moment to 1^ lost." 

With right goodwill the soldiers moved forward 
towards the monastery, their arms glancing and pouches 
clanking as they rushed down the steep hill-side. The 
place oi our destination, a confused mass of irregular 
buildings, stood near the river before mentioned, about a 
mile distant. It was a monastery of great antiquity ; a 
high wall of grey stone girdled it round, and above 
that rose its campanile, a square tower, surmounted 
by a flat tiled roof. From the outer wall, the rocks on 
which the edifice was perched sloped precipitously down 
on all sides, especially towards the south, where they 
descended in one unbroken line to the deep, dark waters 
of the still but rapid stream, which wound through a 
chasm below. 

As we beean to ascend the steep and devious path cut 
in the hard vcdcanic rock, and leading directly to the 
monastery, we saw the monks appearing and disappearing 
like black crows on their high outer waS, and the arched 
gateway was hurriedly dos^ : the fathers were evidently 
m a state of consternation, and making all fast, fearing 
that we might disregard the immunities of the holy sanc- 
tuary. All the firiars had vanished by the time we reached 
the iron-studded door in the outer wall, over which the 
evergreen ivy and long rank grass were waving in pro- 
fusion. 

We knocked loudly. No answer was given. 

" Sound !" said I to the bugle-boy ; and a loud blast 
from his instrument made the old walls, the echoing 
chapel, the bosky woods, and splintered rocks ring far and 
near. Still the summons was imheeded, and the impatient 
soldiers thundered at the gateway with the butts of their 
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mtiskets. The reverend fathers no doubt suspected onr 
purpose. 

"What want ye P ** said an old vinegar-visaged friar, 
appearing on the top of the wall, which he had surmounted 
by the assistance of a ladder. 

" Are you all asleep within there?" I answered, angrily; '■ 
" We want a fugitive, to whom you have given refuge. 
Call you this ci^nlity, padre P and to us whose swords axe 
drawn in the cause of your country?" 

" Beware, Signori Inglesi ! dare you violate the rights 
of the blessed sanctuary? " 

"You will soon learn whether we will not, you old 
scarecrow ! " I replied, with increased impatience. " Aprite 
la porta, Signor Canonico, or by Heaven ! we will beat it 
down in a ^irinkling ! " 

" Patience, capitano— patience, until I confer with the 
reverend Superior." 

" Be quiet, then ! We must see instantly this rascal 
who has obtained sanctuary. The enemy are so near, that 
we have not a moment to lose." 

The monk disappeared. I directed Gask^ with six 
soldiers, to watch tne walls, and capture or wound any 
man attempting to escape ; but not to kill, if possible. X 
was most anxious to learn with certainty the fate of Las- 
celles : whether he had been assassinated, or was lyin^ 
perishing and mutilated in some solitary place, or haa 
been deuvered up to the French. Indeed, I should have 
been relieved fi?om a load of anxiety, and felt overjoyed to 
learn that his fate was only the last. Grask was as well 
aware as I how jealous the continental monks were of the 
ancient right of sanctuary, and he knew that they would 
rather favour the escape of the vilest criminal than deliver 
him up to offended justice. Of their obstinacy in this 
respect, I know of several instances : one I will mention 
in particular. It occurred at Malta : — 

A soldier of ours, when passing one day through a street 
of Valetta, was run against and tlSown down by a provoking 
brute of a pig. Exasperated at having his gay uniform 
soiled by the dusty street, he ^ave the grunting porker a 
hearty kick ; upon which, the villanous macellajo, to whom 
it belonged, drew his poniard and stabbed him to the heart. 
The poor soldier fell dead on the pavement ; the murderer 
fled to the great church of St. John, and obtained sane- 
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tuary. E>espectiiig the popular prejudices of the Maltese 
(who regard with the greatest yeneration that sacred edi- 
nee, which contains the sepulchres of innnmerahle brave 
knights of the Isle), the general commanding permitted 
the hot-blooded ruffian to remain some troie in sanctuary, 
before he applied to the bishop for the exertion of ms 
authority to nave him delivered up to the civil magistrates. 
The prelate delayed, e<j[uivocated ; and the reverend 
fathers, foreseeing the violation of their famous place of 
refuge, faciUtated the escape of the assassin, and so de- 
feated the ends of justice. 

I was determined that the priests of St. Batta^Ha 
should not cheat me so in this affair ; and, after desinng 
Grask with his party to keep on the alert, I was about to 
have the door blown to pieces by a volley of musketry, 
when the bars were withdrawn, and it slowly revolved on 
its creakins hinges. The soldiers were about to rush in ; 
but the sight they beheld arrested them : all paused, mute, 
and turned inquiringly to me for instructions. 



CKAPTEB LX. 

THE 8ANCTTTABT VIOLATED. 

The portal of the edifice slowly unfolded, disclosing the 
whole array of priests, who, clad in their floating vestments, 
advanced, chanting, £rom the oratory, with tapers burning, 
censers smoking, and two emblazoned banners waving, 
one of white silk, bearing a large crimson cross, sur- 
mounted by the sacred chu'ge of St. Peter — ^e keys of 
heaven ; the other, the symbolical banner of St. Battaglia, 
surrounded by all the ima^ary odour and glory of sanctity. 
The spectacle was very imposing : the tapers of scented 
wax, and the silver censers, filled with lavender flowers, 
diflused through the air a fragrant perfume ; whUe the 
pale, curling smoke that encir^ed the gilded crosses and 
elevated images, rendered— 

" Indistinct the pageant proud. 

As fancy forms of midnight cloud. 
When flings the mo(Mi upon her shroud 
A wayering tinge of flame." ; 
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The TDJstv vapour, the flickering lights, and tiie flowing 
gannents or the fathers ; the dark wallB of the old doisteiB, 
which rang to the solemn and sonorous chant of twenty 
nude Yoices ; the distant organ swelling aloud, and tiien 
dyinff away in the hollow recesses of the arched oraitofy, 
togemer produced a striking effect. The abbot, an aged 
pnest of yenerable aspect, with a beard white as the new- 
fallen snow (then an unusual appendage to a canon's chin)» 
appeared at their head. They halted beneath the iwj" 
crowned archway; the chant ceased, the soldiers drew 
back, and all were silent : save the magnificent strains of 
the organ, reverberating in the vaidted chapel, and the 
rustle of the consecrated standards, all was still. The 
abbot, who no doubt expected that this religious display 
would impress us with a feeling of awe, then addr^sed 
me— 

"Your purpose, signorP" he asked, mildly, but 
firmly. 

" ifteverend abate," I responded, lowering my sword 
respectfully, " I demand the person of a vile assassin, whom 
I have learned, from unquestionable authority, you have 
concealed within these walls !" 

" He whom you seek is under the protection of God. 
!Know, signor, that he who puts fortn a hand in anger 
against one who seeketh ana findeth sanctuary in the 
church, is guilty of the most atrocious sacrilege ! ' 

** On my own head be the guilt of the samlege, Padre 
Abate. Excuse us : the French are in your immediate 
vicinity, and we run the imminent risk of'^ being all taken 
prisoners. One of our comrades, a young officer of dis- 
tinction, is missing ; and a frightful assassination has been 
committed at the villa Montecino : we have every reason 
to believe that your favoured furtive is implicated in both 
these mysterious occurrences. I cannot parley with you, 
reverend signor : I demand an interview with the criminal i 
and, if he is not instantly brought forth, I hAvc to acquaint 
you that I will search the monastery by force ; and, if 
need be, drag him from the very altar at the point of the 
bayonet ! " 

Ere the indignant abbot could reply — 

** Darest thou, abominable heretic as thou art, violate 
the iKmse of God P" cried a tall, fierce-looking, and 
fanatieal monk, rushing forward, with flushed cheeks 
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and kindling eyes, and holding alofl a ponderous ebony 
crucifix. ** Pause, lest the thunders of offended Heaven 



be hurled upon ye ; pause, lest the vials of wrath- 

** Pshaw 1" I exclaimed, impatiently; "we may parley 
here till sunset. Soldiers, forward to the chapel ; there 
you will doubtless discover the rogue." My followers 
rushed past : a volley of execrations burst from the padri, 
and I was assailed with cries of " paganico infame ! 
malandrino ! — ^infidel ! damnable heretic :" and a thousand 
other injurious and ridiculous epitiiets. I heeded them 
not ; but, at the head of my parity, burst into the chapel 
of the monastery. I had augured rightly : there the 
furtive was discovered. 

Pale as death, ghastly and bloody from a sword-wound 
on the head, a savage^looking fellow was dragged by 
force from the foot of the great gilt crucifix on the altar, 
to the rail of which he clung for a moment with convulsive 
energy. The soldiers brought him before me, and, by 
their fixed bayonets, kept back the exasperated priests, 
who continued to pour forth upon us a ceaseless torrent of 
invectives and maledictions, which we regarded no more 
than the wind. 

" Are you the unhappy man who is guilty of murder P" 
said I. He replied only by a wild and unmeaning stare. 

" Unhappy wretch ! your name P" 

" Giosu^ of Montecino," said he, suddenly and fiercely. 
I trembled for poor Oliver, on remembering the name of 
his rival. 

" Villain ! what fiend tempted you to slay your unhappy 
cousin P" 

He started, as if stun? by a serpent. 

" She is dead, then," he said, in a hoarse and almost 
inarticulate voice, while his head drooped upon his heaving 
breast. Suddenly uttering a howl nke a wild beast, he 
broke away from the soldiers, escaping their levelled 
bayonets, and finding the gate secured, scrambled up the 
rugged outer wall like a polecat ; there balancing himself, 
he turned, and regarded me with a scomfal scowl, — ^hc 
burst into a bitter and hysterical laugh. The soldiers 
rushed towards him, and one fired, but I threw up his 
firelock, and the ball passed close to the head of the 
assassin, who never winced. Escape was now impossible : 
on one side of him bristled twenty bayonets ; on tne other. 
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was a tremendous precipice, with a deep river flowing at 
its base several hundred feet below. The slightest 
dizziness might have been fatal to him. But folding bis 
arms, he uttered a laugh of defiance, and called upon us 
to fire. I was strongly tempted to put his talisman to the 
proof, but restrained my exasperated soldiers. 

" Wretch !" said I, " know you au^ht of a British 
officer, who has been missing since last ni^ht P'' 

" YesV* he replied, with a sardonic grm, s 
clenched right himd aloft with savi^e exultation, 
are the fingers that fastened on his throat Tvith a tiger's 
clutch." 

*' You slew him !" I cried, and drew a pistol from my 
sash. 

" I did not— ha ! and yet I did." 

" How, villain?" He laughed scornfully again. 

" Hear me, Giosue Montecino," said I : " you see this 
pistol ? I might, in one moment, deprive you of 
existence " 

" Ha ! ha !" laughed the assassin. 

" Yet I will spare your life, if you will tell me the fate 
of my comrade." 

" My life ? Bagatella ! ho ! ho ! I want it not. Fools 
— dolts that ye are ! think ye that I am afraid to die F 
Here is my breast : a thousand bullets were welcome- 
straight to the heart — ^fire !" and he smote his bosom as 
he spoke. There was something almost noble in his 
aspect at that moment, notwithstanding its wildness and 
repulsiveness. 

" Hear me, feUow : the Lieutenant Lascelles " 

" Ha !" he ground his teeth madly. " Curses hurl him 
to that perdition into which he has hurried me ! At this 
moment, he feels in the body some of those agonies I 
endure in the spirit. O Dianora ! — thou, whose very 
shadow I worshipped, — ^I, who loved the very ground you 
trod upon !" The inexplicable ruffian sobbed heavily, yet 
his blood-shot eyes were never moistened by a tear. " O 
Dianora !" he continued, in a voice, which, though husky, 
yet expressed the most intense pathos ; " who was the 
fiend that nerved me to destroy thee, and so barbarouslyP 
Who, but this accursed Englishman P Believe me, signor, 
I had not the least intention of slaying her last night. O 
no ! none— none." He wrung his "hands wildly. " What 
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could be farther ftom my thoughts ? Disguised as her 
lover — as this Oliver — ^I intended to have carried her off, 
bnt her endearing accents, addressed as to him, fell like 
scorching fire upon my heart. I could reBtraiii my 
demoniac feelmgs no loDger. O, horror! Yet I have 
done nothing that I wonla not commit again, rather than 
behold her m the arms of— of-— Maladetto ! — ^his name is 
poison to my lips !" 

" Madman ! come down &om the wall." 

" Would you learn the fate of your friend ?" he asked, 
exultingly. 

" Hiw I a mountain of gold to give you '* 

" Grold P — ^fool ! — ^what is gold to me r Listen : waylaid 
by my companions last ni^ht, the dog ^ou call youi; 
comrade was dashed from his horse b;^ their clubs. He 
fought bravely, and with his sabre md open my head: 
my own blood blinded me. Ha! a moment, and my 
hand was on his throat-— my acciaro at his breast — ^yet I 
spared him." 

" Heaven will reward you " 

" Ha ! ha ! A sudden death suited not my purpose or 
my hate. Slow, consuming, diabolical, mental tortures 
were what I wanted : and what think you we did P" I 
was breathless ; I could not ask, but Giosu^ continued — 

" Bound with cords, he was borne to a ruined vault 
among the lonely mountains yonder ; there, amid stinging 
adders, hissing vipers, bloated toads, and voracious pole- 
cats, we flung nim down, tied hand and foot, stunned and 
bleeding. Tnen closing the aperture, we piled up earth, 
and stones, and rocks against it. There let him perish — 
xmseen, unknown, unheard. May never an ave be said 
over his bones, and may a curse blight, haunt, and blast, 
to all ftiturity, the spot where they lie !" He paused for 
a moment* and then continued more slowly and ener- 
getically— 

" To laugh to scorn the terror of death was the glory 
of the Grreek and the Eoman ; and I will show thee. 
Signer Inglese, that Giosu^ of Montecino can despise it 
as nobly as his classic fathers may have done in the davs 
of old. * He raised aloft a long bright poniard, which he 
suddenly drew forth from his sleeve. 

" Madman ! desperado !** I exclaimed, " hold, for the 
sake of mercy! A word — a word — ^I will give you a 
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thousand ducats — ^life — all — anvthing! but say where you 
have imprisoned my friend? — for Heaven's salce, say ! * 

** Never !" said he, with a triumphant scowl ; " never ! 
let him perish with myself. Love for Dianora led me to 
destroy ner, and love for her still, teaches me that to 
survive would be the foulest and basest cowardice !" 

He struck the stiletto to his heart, and fell dead at my 
feet. 

I was horror-stricken : not by the suicido of the 
assassin, but by the revelation he had Just made. Of it« 
truth, I could not entertain a doubt. The situation of the 
unfortunate Lascelles, pinioned, wounded, and entombed 
alive, to endure all the protracted agonies of death by 
starvation, rushed vividly upon my mind, and over- 
whelmed me with ra^e and mortification. I explained to 
my soldiers the terrible confession of the fierce Giosu^, 
and their emotions were not much short of my own. We 
endured tantalization in its bitterest sense. What would 
I not have given that the convulsed corpse of the 
vindictive Montecino were yet endued with life. But, 
alas ! the ruffian had perished in his villany, with the 
important secret undisclosed, and the horrible fate of my 
friend could not be averted. 

And Giosu^, wretch as he was, I pitied him. His had 
been the burning love, and his the deadly hatred of his 
country — 

*' The cold in dime, or cold in blood. 

Their lore, it scarce deserves a name ; 
But his was like the lava's flood. 
That boils in Etna's breast of flame.** 

Slowly and dejectedly we quitted the monastery, as the 
sun was setting behind the mils of Sicily ; and marching 
in silence towards Scylla, we reached a third time the 
place where Oliver's glove and gorget had been found. 
There we made an involuntary halt, and ^azed around us 
with the keenest scrutiny, in the hope of mscovering sooie 
clue to the place of his immurement. My brave party 
seemed very unwilling to return to Scylla without making 
another efibrt to rescue the victim of Montecino. Innu- 
merable were the ideas suggested and plans proposed, but 
none of them seemed worthy of attention, save one of 
Serjeant Cask's. 
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** The rascal mentioned a ruined vault amongtlie hills," 
said he ; " now what think you, Captain Ihindas, of 
searching the ruins on the mountain yonder ? And, by 
my faith, sir, the footmarks and traces of blood lead on 
in that direction. See ! the lower branches of the shrubs 
are broken, the withered leaves of the last year are trodden 
down, and bloody tracks are oifthe grass." 

" The Serjeant is right, sir," muttered the soldiers, 
pleased with his acuteness. 

<< Move on, then ; forward, to the old castle : any active 
occupation is preferable to this horrid state of idle 
suspense." 

A quarter of an hour's rapid marching brought us to 
the castelletto, a little tower in a state of great dilapida- 
tion, covered with masses of bronze-like ivy, and the 
beautiful wild flowers of fruitful Italy. A lar^e owl flew 
firom one of the shattered openings, and, with a shrill 
scream, soared on its heavy wings through the evening 
sky. The woods and hills around us were growing dark ; 
the place was still as the grave — ^the i^-&aves rustling 
tremulously on the rugged masonry of the ruin, and a 
rivulet tiuKling through a fissure of a neighbouring rock, 
were the only sounds we heard. Solemn pines towered 
around it on every hand, and the aspect of the landscape 
was peculiarly desolate and gloomy. A musket was fired 
as a signal, and, with a thousand reverberations, the 
wooded hills ^ave back the echo. With heads bent to the 
ground, we listened intently ; but there was no response, 
and we looked bhmkly in each other's faces. 

** This cannot be the place," said I, in a tone of sadness, 
about to move unwillin^y away. 

" Stay, sir — ^look here, Captain Dundas," cried Gask ; 
" here is blood on the grass, and, sure as I live, stones 
fireshly heaped up there i " 

" Bight — ^by tlove ! Grask, you are an acute feUow. 
Pile your firelocks, lads, and clear away this heap of 
rubbish." 

Flushed with hope, the soldiers attacked the pile of 
stones indicated by the serjeant; there were bushes* 
earth, and fragments of ruined masonry, all evidently but 
recently niled up against the base of the tower. Sapidly 
they rolled down the heavy blocks, and toiled so 
strenuously, that in three minutes the whole heap was 
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cleared away, and a little arched aperture disclosed. An 
'exdamation of Joy and hope burst from the whole party ; 
we had found the place. Gask and the little bngler de- 
scended into the vanlt — a dark, damp, and hideous hole, 
xmder the rains. A faint moan drew them caatioosly to a 
comer, and there they fonnd the object of all our searcli 
and anxiety— Oliver Lasc^es, benumbed by cold, and his 
limbs swollen almost to bursting by the tisht cordage 
which confined them. He was spe^nless, and half-stifled 
by the noxious yapours of the dungeon: had we been, 
half an hour later, he mtist haye expir^. When we drew 
him forth, he was so pale, haggard, and death-like, that 
his aspect shocked me ; but me pure fresh breeze of the 
balmy eyening reyiyed him, and he recovered rapidly. 
He could not address us at first ; but his looks of thank- 
fulness, joy, and recognition were most expressive. The 
soldiers were meiry and happy, every face beamed with 
gladness; even Gfask's usually grave and melancholy 
visage was brightened by a smile. 

We had Htde time for explanation ; we were in a dan- 
gerous vicinity, from which it was necessary to retire 
without a moment's delay. Oliver was quite enfeebled ; 
but, supported <m the Serjeant's arm and mine, he con- 
trived to walk, though slowly, and we set out imme- 
diately for the castle of ScyUa. 

Grask afterwards told me, that in the vault ** he had 
touched something that made his flesh creep." It was a 
small and delicate female hand. I never mentioned the 
circumstance to Oliver, who was long in recoverinff 
from the efiects of his perilous love adventure. But I had 
no doubt the dead hand was poor Dianora's ; the forfeited 
hand, which in cruel mockery that incarnate demon 6iosu6 
had thrown beside her lover. 

In the bustle of succeeding and more important events, 
the interest we took in Lascelles' afiair gradually sub- 
sided. But it was long ere he forgot the fate of Dianora, 
and the horrible death, which, by a lucky combination, of 
incidents, he had so narrowly escaped ; and longer still 
'ere he recovered his wonted buoyancy of spirit and light- 
ness of heart. 
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OHAPTEE LXL 



UVEXFBCTXD FEBILS. 



Thb near approach of the enemy made it apparent that 
the town of Dcylla wonld soon be destroyed l^ the shot 
and shell their artillery wonld poor npon it ; and that the 
Free Corps, who occupied its half*-ruined streets, wonld be 
sacrificed!, without bemg of service to the garrison in the 
castle ; I therefore telegraphed to the JSUctra to send 
off a boat, as I wished to consult with her commander 
about the transmission of those troops to Messma. 

A strong breeze had been blowing from the south-west 
all day, aim the sea ran with such fur^ through the Straits, 
that no boat could come off until af^ simset, when there 
was a luU. Immediately, on being informed that a boat had 
arrived at the sea staircase, I buckled on my sabre, threw 
my cloak round me, and hurried off, intending to return 
before the ever-anxious Bianca had discovered my absence. 
How vain were myanticipationB ! 

The long fetch of the sea running from Syracuse rolled 
the breakers with great fuiy on the castle rock, and the 
boat was tossed about like a cork among the foaming surf 
that seethed and hissed around us. As the oars dipped in 
the water and she shot away, I seated myself in the stem- 
sheets, beside the little middy who held the tiller-ropes. 
The frigate lay nearly a mile to the southward, and there 
was such a tremencbus current against us, that the six 
oarsmesi, though straining ever nerve and sinew, found it 
impossible to make head against it. 

" I wish we may make the frigate to-night, sir," said 
the midshipman, looking anxiously at the clouds ; " there's 
a sqjuall coming from the soum-south-east, and these 
Straits are an awkward place to be caught by one. Whirt 
do you think, Tom Taut P " 

" Think, sir ? why that we'll have a dirty night," re- 
plied the sailor whom he addressed ; a grim, brown, and 
brawny tar. " When I sailed in the Polly FemuSf 74^ 
we haa just such a ni^ht as this off ScyUa, and I won't be 
in a hurry forgetting it ! " 

It was now past sunset, in the month of February, and 
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the darkness of the lowering sky increased rapidlj^ 
Through the thin mist floating oyer the surface of the 
-water, the frigate loomed large ; but when the rising wind 
cleared it away, we found the distance increasing between 
us : the strong current was carrying us, at the rate of five 
knots an hour, towards the terrible rock we had just left, 
which rose from the water like a black gigantic tower, aiid 
seemed ever to be close by, frowning ite terrors upon us. 
Dense banks of vapour soon shrouded the land and hid 
the frigate ; it grew so dark, that we knew not which way 
to steer. The seamen still continued to pull fruitlessly ; 
for we made so much sternway, that I expected to find me 
frail crafb momently stranded on the rocky beach. 

'* We shall never reach the frigate to-night, unless she 
fills, and makes a stretch towards us," said the middy. 
" This current will not change till daylight, and the Lord 
knows when the wind will chop about. It has been 
blowing from Syracuse ever since the poor little Delight 
was driven on the rocks yonder." 

" You cannot fetch Scylla, I suppose?" 

" Lord, no, sir ! we mtist give it a wide berth ; the 
breakers will be running against it in mountains, just now. 
We must put up the helm and run with the wind and tide, 
to avoid swampmg ; and if we escape being sucked into 
Chary bdis on the westward, or beached imder the clifis of 
Pahni to the northward, we may consider ourselves lucky 
dogs." 

" But we may be thrown upon a part of the coast occu- 
pied by the enemy." 

" Better that than go to old Davy, sir," said the 
grey-haired bow-oarsman, "as I nearly did when 43ie 
^olly Femua, 74, came through these same Straits of 
Messina." 

" When?" said I ;— « lately P" 

** Lord love you, no sir— why 'twas in the year 



one." 



"One!" 

" That is, 1801. We were standing for Malta, with a 
stiiOr breeze from the nor'-east. The Po% Femus was 
close-hauled on the starboard tack— 



e-nauiea on me si^arDoara xacK — — " 



D — ^n the Folyvhsrmis" cried the midshipman, 
testily, as he put the helm up ; " take in your loose gaff, 
Tom ; if we are not picked up by iheAmphian, your tone 
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will be changed before morning. Hoste keeps a good 
look-out." 

" He was made a sailor of in the Poll^ — ^whew ! beg- 
pardon sir,*' said the old fellow, who could not resist 
making another allusion to his old ship. 

" Faith ! Captain Dundaa," said the midd^, ** it is so 
dark, that I have not the slightest notion of our 
whereabouts." 

" Yonder's a spark, away to windward, sir," said old 
Tom. " The Plectra cannot be less than somewhere about 
two miles off— a few fathoms, more or less." 

At that moment, the frigate fired a gun ; the red flash 
gleamed through the gloom, and after a lapse, the ^port 
was borne past us on the night wind. A olue light was 
next burned ; it shone like a distant star above the black 
and tumbling sea, then expired ; and so did all our hopes 
of reaching the ship — ^the sound of her gun haviuj^ in- 
formed us that we had been swept by the current lar to 
the north of the Lantema of Messina, which was rapidly 
being lost amid the murky vapour. 

" ICeep a good look-out there forward," cried the 
middy ; " if we miss the Amphion, we may all go to the 
bottom, or be under weigh for a French prison by this 
time to-morrow." 

** Ay, ay, sir," replied the sailor through his hand, 
while, bending forward, he strove to pierce the gloom 
ahead. 

" Give way, men — cheerily now." 

The rowers stretche(^ back over the thwarts, tiU their 
oars bent like willow wands, and as the strong current was 
with us now, we flew through the foaming water with the 
speed of a race-horse. 

" The Amjthion should be somewhere hereabouts," said 
the midshipman, as the oarsmen suspended their labours, 
after a qu^sorter of an hour's pulling ; we anxiously scanned 
the gloomy, watery waste, but could discern no trace of 
her. Yapour ana obscurity involved us on every side, 
and our minds became a prev to apprehensions, while our 
blood chilled with the cold atmospnere, and a three hours' 
seat in an open boat at such a season. The tower of the 
Lantern had vanished ; a single star only was visible, and 
the inky waves often hid it, as the boat plunged down 
into the dark trough of the midnight sea. 

2 a 
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Suddenly the broad moon diowed her silyerj disc abore 
the level horizon ; her size seemed immense, and as the 
thin gaiQxy clondf roUed sway from l^r shining faee, we 
saw me black waves rising and falling in strong outline 
between. Her aspect was gloomy and lowering. 

" When tbe moon, sets, the current will begin to run. 
norihward," said tifaie experienced little mid, ** and we shall 
have a capital chance or being sucked into the Calofkre, 
or stranded on Punta Secca. Would to God we saw the 
frigate!" 

As he spoke, a large vessel passed across the bright face 
of that magnificfflit moon, whidi shed a long line ct silrer 
light across the troubled water, brig^itMiinr the summitB 
of the waves, as they rose successively irom me dark bosom, 
of the sea. The effect was beautifm, as the vessel passed 
on the rolling surge, and, heaving gracefully, shd away 
into obscurity. 

" A large nrigate on the starboard tack," said tiie mid- 
shipman, as she disappeared ; ** she is five miles off.** 

" That's the Afjwhton, your honour," said Tom Taut; 
" I know her as well as tlie old Polity Pemus" 

" Are you sure P" I asked, with anxieiy. 

" Sure !" replied Tom, energetically, spitting his ^qnoid 
to leeward ; " I know her in a moment, by the rake other 
spars. Her mizen top-sail aback — ^her courses shivering : 
I know her better than any ship on ^ae stati<m, except me 
darling old Polly. Bill Hoste is creeping along shore, 
after some of these gun-boats the DeUght let sH^ so 
ea«ly." 

** If I judge rightly, we must be somewhere off 
PaJmi." 

"Hark ! " said the midshipman ; and the roar of billows 
rolling on the shore confirmed my supposition. 

" Breakers ahead ! " cried the man at the bow ; and we 
beheld a long white firothy line, glimmering through the 
gloom, and above it towered the dark outlme of a lofty 
coast. The current shot us among the surf, which boileid 
around us, as white as if we were amid the terrors of 
Charybdis. A little cove, where the waves rolled gently 
up the sandy slope, invited us to enter ; the boat ran in, 
and we were immediately in the smooth vrater of a little 
harbour, where the dark wild woods overiiung the rocks 
at its entrance, and all around it on every side. Here we 



TJKBZFICTBD TEmXXS. 44l7 

hG^^ to Temain tUMMen, till da?f light lerealed our ** where* 
aboots/' as the middy had it. 

For a time, we kef t the oars in tbe rowlocks, ready to 
retire on a moment's notice ; bat finding that not a soimdy 
save the dashing sea, woke the echoes of that lonely place, 
I volunteered to land and make a reconnoissance, desiring 
the midshipman to pull southward along the shore, in case 
of any alarm, that I might be picked up at some other 
point. Belting* my sabre tighter, I likrew aside my cloak, 
and sprang ashore. On walking a little way forward 
throng the wood, I found the country open, and saw 
lights at a distance, which I conjectured to be those of 
Pbhni or Seminara, w^bers Segmer had concentrated a 
stnmg body of tnx^s. 

Straggling iforwiffd among a wildemeas of prostrate 
columns and shaittered walk, Ofergrown with creeping 
plants and foUage (probably the ruins of ancient Ihuria- 
mtm), I often stopped, and bent to the groond to listen, 
but heard only the creaking trees, the gor^ of a lonely 
rill, seeking its devious p«th to the sea, or ihe rustle of 
withered leaves, swept over the waste by the riung wind. 
But the roll of a distant drum, and the flash of a cannon, 
about two miles off, arrested mj steps, and made me thmk 
of returning : I conjectured it to be the morning gun 
&om the French fort at Pahni. Daylight soon began to 
brighten the summits of the Apennines, and the waves, as 
they rolled on each far-off promontory and cape. Having 
nearly a mile to walk, I began hurriedly to retrace my 
steps, for the dawn stole rapidlv on. As I walked on, the 
deep boom of a cannonade, and the sharp patter of small 
arms, made my heart leap with excitement and anxiety, 
and spurred me in my flight. Breaking through the wood, 
I rushed breathlessly to the shore^-nbut, alas ! the boat 
was gone : I saw it pulled seaward, with a speed whidi 
the strong flow of the morning current accelerated. In 
close chase, giving stroke for stroke, while the crew plied 
their muskets and twenty-four pounder, followed one of 
those imlucky gun-boats captured by the French : it had 
been anchored in the same cove, and had discovered our 
little shallop the moment day broke. 

The pursued and the pursuers soon disajmeared behind 
a promontory, and I found myself alone, far behind the 
enemy's lines, and almost without a chance of escape. 

2g2 
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Corsing the zeal which had led me on such a fruitless recon- 
noissance, I retired into a beech-wood, as the safest place, 
and lay down in a thicket, to reflect on my position, and 
form a plan for extrication from it. 



CHAPTEE LXn. 

CA.PTUBBD BY THE ENEMY. — THE TWO GEKEBALS. 

I WAS only twelve miles distant from Scylla ; but, as 
every approach to it was closely blocked up by Segnier, 
whose troops covered the whole province m>m sea to sea, 
every attempt to reach it would be attended by innume- 
rable dangers and difficulties'; yet, confiding in the loyalty 
of the Caiabrese, and the influence my name had among 
them, I did not despair of regaining the fortress, by seeking 
its vicinity through the most retired paths. 

Except my sword, spurs, and Hessian boots, I had 
nothing military about me, as I wore a Calabrian doublet 
of grey cloth, and a nondescript forage-cup. As I walked 
forward, the trees became more scattered, and the 
openness of the ground made the utmost circumspection 
necessary. A sudden cry of " Halte ! arr^tez ! made 
me pause ; and, within a few paces, I beheld a French, 
vidette — ^a lancer, in his long scarlet cloak, which flowed 
from his shoulders over the crupper of his horse, and, like 
his heavy plume and tricoloured banderole, was dank with 
dew. 

" Ah, sacre coquin ! " he cried, lowering his lance, and 
charging me at full speed. "I see you are an English- 
man." I spranc behmd a tree, and, as he passed me in 
full career, by a dIow of my sabre I hewed the steel head 
from his lance. At that moment, an officer rode up, and, 
placing a pistol at my head, commanded me to yield. He^ 
sistance was vain, and I surrendered my saore in the 
most indescribable sorrow and chagrin, — ^ior thoughts of 
Bianca, of a long separation and imprisonment, of aU my 
blighted hopes of happiness, honour, and promotion, and 
of the important trust reposed in me, rushed in a flood 
i^on my mind : almost stupifled, I was led away by my 
captor. 
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A few minutes* walk brought us to the bivouac of a 
eavaliy brigade, which was in all the bustle of prepara- 
tion for the march, while six trumpeters, blowing " boot 
and saddle," made the furthest oingles of the forest 
ring. The horses were aU piqueted unler trees or within 
breast-ropes ; and the officer informed me that the brigade 
was that of General Compere, before whom he led me. 

KoUed up in a cloak, tne general was seated at the foot 
of a tree : behind him stood nis mounted orderly, holding 
his charter by the bridle. His aide-de-camp and a num- 
ber of officers lounged round him, smoking cigars, drinking 
wine from a little oarrel, and joking wim great hilarity, 
ere they marched. The ashes of me wat^-fires smoul- 
dered near, the mist was curling between the branches of 
the leafless trees, and the rising sun glittered on the bright 
lance-heads, the gay caps, and accoutrements, of the del- 
ing lancers, who were rapidly unpiqueting their chargers, 
and forming dose column of squadrons, on the skirts of 
the wood. 

" Monsieur le yicomte is welcome as flowers in spring," 
said the general ; " but who is this P— Ah !" he exclaimed, 
suddenly recognizing me, and raising politely his cocked- 
hat. "I did not expect to have this pleasure. You are 
the brave officer I met at MaidaP" 

I bowed. 

"And again behind our lines at Cassano — disguised as 
a monkP" ne added, with a keen glance. 

" Thrown upon that coast by shipwreck, I gladly adopted 
any disguise, until I could escape." 

" Our whole army heard of you, and understood you 
had been empWea as a spy by the coxmt of Maida ; 
consequently, Massena was enraged at your escape. 
Ah! ^he old Tambour^ he is a rough dog! How- 
ever, monsieur, J do not believe that one who could fight 
60 gallantly at Maida, would stoop to act a dishonourable 
part." 

" Yet, will monsieur be so good as explain," said an- 
other officer, " how we find him here, without the lines 
drawn round Scylla, to the garrison of which he says he 
belongs — and wny in the garb of a Calabrian P" 

Inmgnant at the suspicious nature of these queries, and 
unused to the humiliating situation of a prisoner, I re- 
plied briefly and haughtily, relating how I had missed the 
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boat — a Btory wliich none of them seemed to beliere. A 
whisper ran round, and the offensive term " espwn,'* 
brought the blood roshing to my cheek. 

" Monsieur le general," said I, with a sternness of man- 
ner which secured their respect, << will, I trust-in memoiy 
of that day at Maida — be bo generous as to send me, 
on parole, to Messina, where I may treat about an ex- 
change. By doing so, he wiU confer a lasting obligation, 
which the fortune of war may soon put it in my power to 
repay." 

** I deeply regret that to General Eegnier I must refer 
you— he, aione, can grant your requ^. As we more 
mstantly on Scylla, you must be transmitted to head- 
quarters wiljiout deli^, and imder escort. Appearaaoee 
are much against you, but I trust matters will oe cleared 
up. ChataiUion," said he to his aide, '' help the ^entlemaaa 
to wine and a cigar, while I write a rough ouUme of this 
afiair to m<m«£ur le g^n^ral." 

Commanding my feelings and features, I drank a glass 
or two of wine, while t£e general, taking pen and ink 
from his sabretaoibe, wrote a naaty note to Kegnier. 

<< Chatailhon/' said he, while folding it, "order a cor-, 
poral and a file of Lances." 

The vicomte went up to the first regiment of the 
brigade, and returned with the escort. 

** In the charge of these soldiers, you must be sent to 
Seminara, where I trust your parole wiU be accepted, in 
eonse^uenoe of this note ; though monsieur le general and 
monseigneur le mar^chal, are far firom bemg well disposed 
towards vou, especially for the last a£Eair with the rolti- 
geurs or the 23rd. Ah! Begnier's son Philip was 
shot at Bagnara — ^poor boy! Adieu! May we meet 
under more agreeable circumstances," and giyinj? the letter 
to the corporal. Compere sprang into his saddle, and lefc 
me. His aide-de-camp, i£e Vicomte de ChatailHon, see- 
ing how deeply I was cast down, expressed regret at 
having been my capturer . " But monsieur willperceive, ' ' 
said he, with a most inainuating smile, *'that I was only 
doing my duty. You eannot travel on foot with a mounted 
escort — ^it would be dishonourable, and a« I have a spare 
horse, you are welcome to it ; on reaching Seminara, or 
even me frontiers, you eaa return it with the coorporaL 
Adieu !" And we parted. 
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The frontier j distraction ! I could scarcely thank the 
young Frenchman ; but memofy yot recalls his gaUant 
presence and eommaAding features — one of the tnie old 
noblesse. How different he was from P^pe, Begnier, 
Massenar, and manv others, whom the madness and crimes 
o£ the Eevolntion nad raised to place and power, from the 
dregs of the Feeneh peo^. 

With a little ostentation, ihe Lmeers loaded their pist<^ 
before me, and in five minutefi I waa en r<mte for S^ni- 
nara, with a file on each side, and the cocporal riding 
behind. I o&xaa, lodced bade; Compere's brigade were 
riding in sections towards the hills, with all their lance- 
heads and l»ight aceoutrements glittering in the sun, 
while the £uifare of the trmnpets, theelAah <h the cymbals^ 
and the roll of the kettiedrums, raag in. the woods of 
Palnd. They were moving towards Scylla, and my heart 
swelled when I ihon^t of my helplessness, and of poor 
Bianca ; the hope of JStegnier accepting my parole alone 
sustained me, but that hope was dimnea t& oe cruelly dia- 
appcMnted. 

By the way, we passedmairp ehastiy objects, whidi an- 
nounced the commenoement of raat sirrag^ war of exteimi 
nation, which General Manhes tt&erwnde prosecute ia 
the Cakbcias. Many anned peasanftnrhad been shot, hke 
beasts of prey, wherever the Frenen fell in with them* 
and their bodies hung on the trees we passed under, while 
their grisly heads were stuck on poles by the roadside. 
Some were in iron cages, and, reduced to hare skulls, 
grinned through the rusty ribs like speetres through 
oarred helmets ; while the birds of prey, screaming and 
f^ping their wings over them, increased the glooB^ 
effect such objects must necessarily hare upon one's 
spirits. 

The morning was balmy and beoiat^hl, the sun hot and 
bright, the sky cloudless, and of the palest azure ; light 
fleecy vapour floated along the distant liocison, where the 
sea hiy Reaming, in green and ajEure ; but never had I a 
more unpleasant ride than ihat from Compere's bivouac. 
I often looked round me, in the desperate hope that a sud- 
den attai^ of robbers, or loyal paesani, would set me free, 
though warned by the corporal, that on the least apnear- 
aace of an attempt at reacne, he would shoot me aead. 
But Begnier had efiectuaUy deared aad scoured the 
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country, and we passed no living bein^, saye an old Bad- 
lian pfilgrim, trayelling barefooted, peniaps on Lis way to 
the Eternal City ; and once, in me distance, a soHtafj 
bandit on the look-out, perched on the summit of a roek, 
like a lonely heron. The bells of the mountain goats, tke 
hum of the bee, or the flap of the wild bird's wing, and 
the dull tramp of our horses on the grassy way, aloii» 
broke the silence. My escort were solemn and tadtum 
Poles, who never addressed a word either to me or to each 
other ; so my gloomy cogitations were uninterrupted tiU 
we entered iSexninara, wl^n the scene changed. 

The town was crowded with soldiers, and all the popu- 
lace had fled ; cavalry, infantry, artillery, sappeurs, vol- 
ti^eurs, and military artisans, thronged on every hand ; 
shirts and belts were drying at every window, and the air 
was thickened by nipe-clay and tobacco-smoke, while the 
sound of drums, bugles, and trumpets, mingled with 
shouts and laughter, rang through the who& place- 
noise and uproar reigning on all sides. The great Greek 
ahhey and cathedral were littered with straw, for cavalry 
horses ; the principal street was blocked up by wageons, 
caissonsi tumbrils, pontoons, mortars, ana the wh^e of 
that immense battering-train, concentrated for the espe- 
cial behoof of my brave little band at Scylla, whither 
it would be conveyed the moment the roads were com- 
pleted. 

A strong guard of grenadiers, stationed before the best 
house in me town, announced it to be the quarters of ihe 

feneral. They belonged to the 62nd of the French line, 
n front of the mansion stood thirty pieces of beautiful 
brass cannon, the same which the French threw into the 
sea on abandoning Scylla, when, in the year following, the 
British beleaguered it under lieutenant-Colonel Smith* 
27th regiment. I was ushered by the corporal into the gene- 
ral's presence, and found him just finismng breakfast ; he 
had pushed away his last cup of chocolate, placed his foot 
on tne braciere, and was composing himself to resume 
reading the Moniteur, while his servant, a grenadier, in 
blue uniform, with rough iron-grey moustadies, cleared 
the table. On the wml, hung a bombastic bulletin of 
Napoleon, dated 27th December, 1806 : — 

" The Neapolitan dynasty has ceased to reign ! its ex- 
istence is incompatible with the repose of Europe, and the 
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honour of our crown. Soldiers, march, and ^f they will 
await your attack, drive into the sea those feeble batta- 
lions of the tyrants of the oceans— lose no tune in making 
all Italy subject to my arms !" 

Probably the Momteur contained some impleasant ac- 
count of our bnlliant success in other parts oi iihe world, 
for the temper of the general was soured, and he regarded 
me with a most vinegar-like aspect, when the corporal 
ushed me in. I bow^ coldly ; he answered only by a 
stem glance, spread his hands behind his coat-tails, and 
leaned agaizLst the mantelpiece. 

" OufT a prisoner of war," said he, and scanning me 
at intervals, while reading the letter of Compere. 

" Your name and rank r ' 

" Dundas, captain of the 62nd regiment of the line, and 
commandant otthe castle of Scylla, for his Majesty Fer- 
dinand IV." 

" Ouf I the very man we wanted ! You were caught on 
the shore, near f^almiP" 

" Yes, when left there by the boat of the JSlectra frigate, 
and merely meaning to make a reconnoissance (until day- 
break enaJbled us to put to sea), I penetrated — " 

"A deuced lame story! Baji! you were merely 
making a reconnoissance at Canne too, I suppose ? Ha ! 
ha ! well, we will cure you of that propensity, for the 
future." 

" I request to be liberated on my parole." 

" A spy on parole ! Ouf!" 

" Scoundrel!" I exclaimed, losing all temper, " I am a 
gentleman — a British officer." 

" Sacre coquin ! men of honour do not prowl in the rear 
of an enemy s chaine de quartiers in disguise ; where is 
your uniform P" 

I ^ve him a scornful glance, in reply. 

''Ouf!" said he, "you came to see our arrangements 
for capturing your crow's-nest at Scylla. Behold, then, 
our pontoons, our battering-train, our origades of infantry 
and sappers ; I trust you will report to monseigneur the 
prince of Essling, tliat they are all ready for instant 
service." 

" Monsieur, I demand my parole." 

** If MaBsena grants a parole, he may, but not so !Beg- 
nier ; you must he sent to the marshal, and I beheve he is 
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moet likely to give you a yard or two of stout cord, and a 
leap from the nearest tree/' 

" Such conduct would not surprise me in the least," I 
answered, bitterly : "the sava^ military government, 
anhich drcigged 1^ Due d'BSn^hien from a neutral terri- 
tory, and after a mockery of judidal form shot him by 
torchlight at midnight, and windi so barbarouslj' tortored 
to dea& a British officer, in tlte Temple, at Fans, most be 
capable of any inhumanity. After the ten thousand name- 
less atrocities by which France, since the days of l^e 
Hevolution, has disgraced herself among the nstions of 
Europe, no new violation of military honour, of humanity, 
or the laws of civiliaed nations, can be a subject of 
wonder." 

"Ah, faquin! I could order you to be hanged in ten 
minutes.'* 

" A day may yet come when this ruffianly treatment 
•hall be repaid." 

" Ouf ! monsieur mouchard, Massena w31 look to that. 
At Castello di Brrona, you wiQ be embarked on board JLa 
Vigilcmte, courier gun-boat, commanded by Antonio 
Balotte. He is a rou|ph Lucdiese, liist same Antonio 
who will string you to ta& yard-arm, if you prove trouble- 
some. Ouf! ifthe emperor was of my opinion, hisaoldierB 
would not take any prisoners." He grinned savagely, 
and summoned his orderly. 

" Order a corporal and file of soldiers. To them," he 
continued, addressing the lancer, " vou will hand over 
the prisoner, with tms brief deroatcm, for Marshal Mas- 
sena, at Cosenza ; it states who he is, and the suspicions 
against him." 

Massena! 0,h(yw litde I had to hope for, if once in the 
clutches of that savage and apostate Italian, particularly 
when blackened by all that Begnier's malicious nature 
might dictate. In half an hour, I was on the march for 
OasteUo di Bivcma, escorted Irf a corporal, and file of the 
lOIst, with &S!dd bayonets. As a deeper degradation, 
Begnier had ordered me to be handcufiea. Heavens ! my 
blood boils yet at the recollection of that ! I would have 
resisted, but a musket levelled at my head silenced all re- 
monstrance, and I botded up my wratii, while Corporal 
Crapand locked the fetters on me. We marched on, my 
eza^^eratien increasing as we proceeded, for the escort 
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Beemed detcomiiied to consider me in the cliaracter of a 
Bpj, and conseqnentlT treated me with insult and neglect ; 
in yain I told ^em I wafl a ]&ri«ash officer, and deserved 
ot^er treatment. 

" Trae» monsieiir," leplied the corporal, who was a dap- 
per little (xaol, £fmr roet siz inches high, " but I am 
obeying only the oarders of the general; and a British 
officer, or mj other officer, who is caught amon^ an 
enemy's cantonments in dimmBf must be considered 
as a spy, and expect degraoaiiMi as sndi. Monsieur 
win excuse us — ^we haiye orders not to oonrerse with 
prisoners; and the generaU-^! ventre bkul — ^he is a 
manofxFoni" 

This coolness, or affectatioii of oooiempt or superiority, 
only increased mr zoBoymiee. Jilfchoiigh the soldiers 
conversed with ail the lo^pueity and song with all the^ 
gaiety of Erendmien, they addraued me no more during 
ms march of more than twenty-five miles. Thislasted seven 
hours, exduflive of halts at Gti(na,SoiBHno, and several half- 
deserted vilkgei aaddiephfixas' huts, where they extorted 
whatever they waafeed, at point of the bayonet, and made 
good their qoarters whenever the^ chose ; browbeating 
the men and csresoing the women (if pretty). I ofben ex- 
pected a brawl, and perhaps a release ; but all hope died 
away, when, about sunset, we entered Oastello di Bivona : 
my sphrit fell m proiM>rti<m aa Hhe plains and snow-capped 
Apennines grew naA, when the red sun dipped into the 
Tyrrhene ^». 

There were no Ereneh troops in the town ; but, anchored 
close to the shore, lay ilie French gun-boat La yigUcmte, 
mounting a six and a fourteen-poo^, aadhaving thirty- 
six men — quite suffieient to hoM in tesnnr the inluibitants 
of the little town* who had not fbreotten the visit paid 
them by Ee^nier'a zear-fuard. llty heart sickened wnen, 
from an emmence, I bSield La Piailante, which was to 
bear me further £hmi liberty and hope ; and the most 
acute anguish took possession of me, when confined for 
the night and left to my own sad meditations. I under- 
stood that I was to be transmitted to the XJ-pper Province 
with some other prisoners, who were to arrive from Monte- 
leone in the morning, and be conveyed across the Gulf ot 
8t. Eufismio by the gun-boat. 

I found myself confined for the night in the upper 
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apartment of a gloomy tower, formed of immense blocks 
of stone, squarea and built by the bands, of the Locrians. 
The chamber was vaulted, damp, and destitute of furniture; 
but a bundle of straw was thrown in, for my couch, by 
Corporal Crapaud : he, with the escort, occupied a cham- 
ber below, where they caroused«nd played with dominoes. 
A turf battery of four twenty-four pounders, facing the 
seaward, showed that the French had converted this rem- 
nant of the ancient Hipponium into a temporary fort : a 
trench and palisade su^^ded it. 

A single aperture, a foot square, four feet from the floor, 
imd crossed bv an iron bar, admitted the night breeze and 
the ravs of the moon ; showing the dark mountains, the 
blue sky, and the sparkling stars. 

Left to solitude, my own thoughts soon became insup- 
portable. " At this time yesternight, I was with Bianca f " 
To be separated from her for an uncertain time—perhaps 
for ever, if Begnier's threats were fulfilled by the relentless 
Massena ; to be taken from my important command at a 
time so critical — ^when the last stronghold of the British 
in Calabria was threatened by a desperate siege, on the 
issue of which the eyes of all Italy and Sicily were turned ; 
ihe imminent danger and degrading auapioiona nnder 
which I lay, manacled and imprisoned liice a common 
felon ; threatened on the one hand with captivity, on the 
other with death ; and, worst of all, the image of Bianca, 
overwhelmed with sorrow and horror by the obscurity 
which enveloped my fate : all combined, tortured me to 
madness. I was m a state bordering on distraction. 
Stone walls, iron bars, and steel bayonets: alas ! these are 
formidable barriers to liberty. 

Midnight tolled from a distant bell, then all became 
still : so still, that I heard my heart beating. Deeming 
me secure, my escort were probably sleeping over their 
cups and dominoes. I was encouraged to attempt escaping, 
and endeavoured to rally my thoughts. Thougn half worn 
•out by our long march over detestable roads---a journey 
rendered more toilsome by the constrained position of my 
fettered hands — ^I became fresh and stronffj^and gathered 
courage from the idea. Yonder lay the vigilante, with 
her latteen sail hanging loose ; and the sight of her was 
an additional spur to exertion : once on boam of her, every 
iiope was cut off for ever. 
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The detested fetters — two oval iron rings secured by a 

5adlock and bar — ^were first to be disposed of : but how ? 
'he manner in which they secured the wrists crippled my 
strength : the iron bar was a foot long, and though defy- 
ing my utmost strength to break or bend it, yet ultimately 
it proved the means of setting me free. The padlock was 
strong and new : but a happy thought struck me ; I forced 
it between the wide and tune-worn joints of the wall until 
it was wedged fast, as in a yiec, then, clasping my hands 
toge^er, I wrenched round the bar, using it as a ieyer on 
the lock, which passed through it ; and in an instant the 
bolt, tlie wards, tlie plates which confined them, and all the 
ironwork of the once formidable little engine, fell at my 
feet. 

** Grod be thanked ! oh, triumph ! " burst in a whisper 
from my lips: my heart expanded, and I could have 
laughed aloud, while stretching my stifiened hands. But 
there was no time to be lost : the iall of the broken pad- 
lock might haye alarmed the escort, and I prepared for 
instant Sight. Thrusting some of the iron pieces under 
the door doHb, to prevent it bein^ readily opened, I turned 
to the window, and found, with joy, that tnere was space 
enough between the cross-bar and the wall for egress : but 
the ^und was fifteen feet below. With great pain and 
exertion, I pressed through, and, half sunocateo, nearly 
stuck midway between the rusty bar and stone rybate. 
At that moment of misery and hope, the corporal thun- 
dered at the door ; I burst through, fell heavily to the 
ground, and for a moment w^ stunned b^r the fall : but 
the danger of delay, and the nsk of being instantly shot, 
if retaken, compelled me to be off double-quick. I rushed 
up the banqueiiie of the gun-battery, cleared the parapet 
at a bound, and scrambled over the stockade like a squirrel. 
"Yilain, hola! halte!" cried Crapaud, firing his musket. 
The ball whistled through my hair, and next moment I 
was flying like a deer with tne hounds in full chase. I 
was eLosely pursued ; but, after three narrow escapes from 
the bullets of my escort, I baffled them, and gained in 
safety the cork- wood of Bivona. 
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CHAPTER LXm, 

THB IXBSBOO.'^THB BJkNDIT'S SBYBVOX. 

Seeking a tMek and gloom^din^le, I flong-n^adf imdor 
its shadow to rest ; bi^tlitraft with mj reccait exertkxiy 
the long^ day^s march, and Ihe excitement of the last hour. 
.M^ plan was soon decided : to smjvoach Scylla, firogBOL 
wmch I was then nearly thsrtj loOes distant, was nqr 
principal object ; bnt many daiifferons obstacle were to 
be encomitered and orercome, before I stood in liie haSl 
of Bufib Sciglio. The snow melting among the Apennineg 
had swollen the Metramo and other rirers whidt I had to 
pass ; the towns, Tillages, and all ihe level eonstry swarmed 
with Frendi troops andBuona^wrtist slniri or gendazmesi 
all closing np towards ^e point of attack ; while the woods 
and monntams were infested by banditti, the most ferocious 
and lawless in Enrof^. To lie cone€»led in thickets by 
day, and to travel by m^^at, was the plan I proposed adopt- 
ing ; and anxiotts to find myself as far as possible from me 
place of my imprisonment, after a brief rest I set forward 
on my dubious and difficult jonmey, thinking more of the 
ioy of embracing Bianca, tnan the triaoBph of meeting 
iBe^er in the breach. 

Many of the mountains being yet capped with ghiow, 
rendered the air cold and chilh* ; my head was without 
covering, and I was destitute of eveiy means of defence 
against either robbers or wolves : the last were numerous 
in these wilds, and I often heard their cries rising up from 
the depths of the moonlit forest, tiirough which I toiled 
southward. So wearying, difficult, and xmcertain was the 

Sath, that I had only proceeded seven or eight miles when 
ay broke, and found me in an open and des^ place near 
Hicotera. The appearance of a body of the enemy march- 
ing down the hills was sufficient to scare me, and, seeking 
shelter in an orange-wood, I lay concealed in it for hours, 
not daring to venture forth, altnough I felt ihe effects of 
an appetite sharpened by the keen mountain air. I had 
heard much of the manna said to be found in the morning 
on the leaves of the mulberry and other trees in Calabria ; 
but not a drop was to be seen, although I searched anxiously 
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enough. The day seemed interminably long, and joyfullr 
I haiS&d ere closmg as tlie sun sank once more behind 
Sseily, and the long shadows of Nicoteia fiell across the 
]^iain. 

Armed with a stont dnb, torn from a tree, I once more 
set forward, ftyonred by the dosk and refreshed by my 
long halt, though hmigry as a hamt. 

At the hut of a poor diarcoal-biiTner I received some 
refreshment, and ascertained ike right (or rather safest) 
path ; the honest peasant, on pardy learning the cizcnm- 
stanees of my escape, shooldered his rifle, stack a poniard 
in his girdle, and aeeompanied me as far as Gioja ; where, 
after snowing me from the heights the Erench watch-fires 
at Seminara, he left me. I was pleased when he did so, 
^r then <m]y I becxme oanTinced that his intentions were 
honest. 'While trardlinff with him miahned, I was some- 
whart; suspicions of his kindness : but I did him wrong ; 
he was a nar^ and loyal Calabrisn, and my fears were 
groundless. iUegretting haring brought him so &r from 
his hut, I ^ye him three crowns, nearly all the money in 
my possession. At first he refused it ; out tibe temptation 
was too great for the poor peasant, whose only attire was 
a jacket of rough skm, a pair of tattered breeches, the 
net which confmed his ample masses of hair, and the 
buff belt sustaining his dagger and powder-horn. Mut- 
tering sometlnng about his Httle ones at home, he took 
the rewflord, wim many bows and protestations, and we 
parted. 

^Rejoicing in m^r progress, I struck into a path up the 
hills towaras Oppido. The utmost circumspection was 
now necessary, every arenue to Scylla being closely 
guarded by Kegniers piquets and chain of advanced 
sentries. About midni^tit, I lost my way among the 
woods and defiles. I was drenched by mOing into a 
swampy rice plantation, and severely cut and bruised by 
the rocks ano^ roots of trees, the night being so dark that 
I could scarcely see my hand outstretched before me. A 
sudden storm of rain and wind, which swept down from 
the hills, com-f^leted my discomfiture ; and I hailed with 
joy a li^ht which twinkled at the bottom of a deep and 
savage dell, seeming, from the eminence on which I stood, 
like a lantern at the bottom of a pit. 

It proved to be an albergo, or lonely mountain-inn. 
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but of the most wretched description. Exhausted and 
weather-beaten as I was, the many unpleasant stories 
I had heard of those suspicious places, and the close 
connection of their owners with, the banditti, occurred 
to me ; but this did not discourage me from knocking 
at the door. Close to it sto(xl a lumbering, ol£ 
fashioned, Sicilian carriage, which announced a visitor of 
some importance ; and tne moment I knocked, a yiolent 
altercation ensued as to whether or not the door should 
be opened. 

" bignor Albergatore," cried a squeaking voice, *' open 
the door at your peril ! Open it — and I shall lay the 
whole affair before his excellency the president of tho 
grand civil court." 

The innkeeper uttered a tremendous oath, and opened 
the door. A blazing fire of billets and sticks roared up the 
opening which served for a chimney, and filled the whole 
aibergo with a ruddy light. The host, a most forbidding- 
looking dog, with only one eye, a lip and nose slashed by 
what appeared to have been a sword-cut, and which re- 
vealed all his upner teetli, growled a sullen welcome ; 
evidently nowise ^eased with my splashed and miserable 
appearance. But 1 was resolved to make good mv billet, 
and drawing close to the fire, took a survey of the com- 
pany. It consisted of an important little personage, 
whose face seemed the production of a cross between Sa.e 
rat and weasel ; a jovial young fellow, whose jaunty hat 
and feather, green velvet jacket, and breeches of striped 
cotton, rosy and impudent face, together with his little 
mandolin, aeclared Imn to be a wandering improvisatore ; 
and an old monk of St. Christiana (the neighbouring 
town), who lay fast asleep in a comer, with nis hancS 
crossed on his ample paimch, his shaven scalp shining like 
a polished ball in the li^ht of the fire, which made his 
wnite hair and beard glisten like silver as they fiowed 
over his coarse brown cassock. 

The little personi^e before mentioned, was Ser Yillani, 
the great notary ot St. Eufemio : a more apt plunderer 
of ]^g Ferdinand's subjects than any robber in Cala- 
bria: ne was a thorough-paced lawyer, and conse- 
quently a knave. Armed with a pass, wnich for a certain 
consideration he had obtained from Grcneral Eegnier, he 
was on his way from Gierazzo, where he had been collect- 
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ing information relatire to an interminable process. The 
grand civil court of Palermo was puttinjg every judicial 
mstrument in operation to plunder the rich prince of 
St. Agata, at the suit of a neighbourmg abbey of monks, 
whose relicario he wu bound U> keep in repair ; he having 
neglected to enclose l^e parings of the nuls of San ^ 
Grennaro in a eilt box, these inestimable reliques were 
lost, and his fdtezza was deprived of his cross of the 
saint's order, and became liable to swinging damages. 
All his notes on this most interesting case, SerYillani 
carried in a legal green bag, which he grasped with le^al 
tenacity ; and he looked at me from time to time with 
glances of such distrust and dislike, that I concluded it 
contained more than mere paper. 
Three well-armed and wild-looking peasants were 

Eing in a comer, and the host wore a lone knife in his 
e. Forbidding as he was in aspect. Lis wife and 
^hterwere stiU more so; their clothes exhibited a 
strainge mixture of finery and misery — ^massive silver 
pend^ts and gold rings, chains, rags, and faded brocades ; 
while their fe^ were shoeless, ^j suspicions increased, 
and I foimd I had got into a lion's den. 

« Signore Albeigatore," said I, " do you fear banditti, 
that you were so long in undoing the doorP" 

" 'Twas the Signer Scrivano who raised so many ob- 
jections," he replied, sulkily. 

" Had Master Yillani known I was a cavalier of Malta 
escaping from the French, he might have been a little 
more hospitable," I replied, to deceive them as to myjH 
real character ; for I dreaded being given up to Begnier, 
perhaps for the sake of a reward. " Who occupy the 
mountains hereabout P" 

'* ScaroUa and BaptisteUo Yarro," replied the host. 
** But they never visit so poor an albergo as this." 

** I hope not," faltered the notaiy, who turned ghastly 
pale at the name of Yarro ; and muttering to himself, he 
glanced uneasily at us all, with eyes that glittered like 
those of a monkey. " Ah, when will mat loitering 
scoundrel of a postilion return with a smith, to repair the 
calesso P Hound ! he contrived very opportunely that tiie 
wheel should come off dose by the albergo ; but let him 
beware ; his neck shall pay the forfeit, if worse comes 
of this." 

2h 
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A quiet laugh spread oyer the host's face, like sunahine 
over a field. 

** Ser," said the improvisatore, '' jour postilion is pro^ 
bably only away to the next hill ; and when he letums, a 
score of riflemen will be at his back." 

The little notary quaked; and although the cunning 
minstrel merely spoke in jest, his suppositions were 
indeed too ccnrrect. The seoret understanding which ex- 
isted betwe^i the brigands, postilions, and iimkeepera of 
South Italj^, was notorious ; it has formed the mftr 
chinery of mnumerable tales of fiction. But since tlie 
campaign of Manhes, and the close of the war, Italy has 
been quite regenerated. 

The improvisatore received a furious glance &am "&» 
ho6t» that confirmed my suspicions ; but to retire now 
was almost impossible. 

After a miserable supper had been washed down by a 
carafia oi tart country wine, we drew closer to the smokj 
fire, and composed ourselves round it for the night. Th» 
wife and daughter of the host retired to a kind of hdb 
aboye ; resigning the only bed in the house, — ^viz., a bag 
of leaves and a blanket or two, to the priest. Thenotasry 
nodded over his green bag, and though ne started at erery 
sound, pretended to be fast asleep. 

Notwithstanding my fatigue, thoughts stole over me 
and kept me awake ; and more than once I saw the daric 
glassy eye of the host observing me intently &om the 
gloomy comer where he lay on the tiled floor. In short* 
'^ not to keep the reader any longer behind the curtain, ire 
* were in one of those infamous dens which weste the resort 
of the brigands, to whom the keepers conveyed informa- 
tion of all travellers who passed the night with them, 
stating whether the^r were armed, or escorted by soldiers 
or sbirri. The suspicious improvisatore again whispered 
to me that he had no doubt the notary's postihon was 
only away to summon his comrades, me bandittL Se- 
fleeting that I was unarmed, I felt the utmost anxiety, 
but retiring might only anticipate matters; the fellows 
asleep in the comer were well armed, and I saw the hilts 
of their knives and pistol-butts shining in the light of 
the fire. 

*' I am glad we have a cavalier of Malta here to-night,*' 
whispered the lad with the guitar. "You may save 
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US all from Baptistello, if lie pays us a visit — all, one 
excepted ; but, signor, you have very much the air of an 
Engtishmau.^' 

'' I served with the En^sh fleet when it assisted the 
knights at the siege of YsQetta. But I hope the rogues 
will not carry me off in expectation of a ransom." 

" Madonna forbid ! But Heaven help poor Yillani, if 
he fall into the clutches of Baptistello ! " 

"Why so P" 

" Signor, it is quite a story !" said he, drawing closer, 
and lowering his voice. ** iBap^teUo was a smdier of 
the Cardinal Buffo, and served in his army when it de* 
feated the Erench in the battle of Naples, <m the happy 
5th of June. His father, Baptaste, was a &mous bravo 
and capo-bandito, who infested the mountains above 
St. Agata, and was the terror of the province from Sc^Ua 
to La Bianca. He boasted that he had slain a hundred 
men ; and it is said, that in order to rival the frights 
Mammone, he once quaffed human blood. He was 
deemed ballet-proof ; a charm, worn round his left wrist, 
made him invulnerable ; and he escaped so often and so 
narrowly, ihai he soon thought so himself. His presence 
inspired terror, and no man dared to travel within 
twenty miles of his district without a numerous escort. 
The prinoe of St. Aeaita, lord dT that territory, alone 
treated his name wiw contempt, and daily drove his 
carriage through tiie wildest haimt of Baptiste, without 
attencumts. 

" One day they met : it was in a lonely valley near the 
Alece. 

" ' Stand 1 ' cried the gigantic robber, kneeling behind a 
rock, over which he levelleid his rifle. The reins fell from 
the hands of the driver. 

" * Villain ! fire, if you dare !* cried the prince. 

" The robber fired, and his bullet nassed through 
the hat of the prince, who levelling a double-barrelled 
mstol, shot four balls through the heart of his assailant. 
Before the arrival of the banditti, who with shouts were 
rushing down from the mountains, the wince was driving 
at full gallop through the valley, with the body of Varro 
lashed to the hind axle-bar, and trailing along the 
dusty road. Thus he entered Beggio in triumph, like 
Achilles dragging Hector round the walls of Troy. The 
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body was gibbeted, and the head placed in an iron 
ca^e and sent over to Messina; when it was stock on 
the summit of the Zizi palace, where it yet remains, 
bleadied by the dew by night and the son by day: I 
saw it three days ago. 

« One night, soon after this, a ragged little urchin pre- 
sented himself in an apartment of the palace, just before 
the prince retired to rest. 

* Who are you, Messerino P * he asked. 
' Baptistello, the son of old Baptiste Yarro.' 
'Ah I and what do you wantP' said the prince, 
lookine round him for a whip or cane. 

" ' My father's head.' 

" ' Away, you little yillain, ere you are tossed out of the 
window ! I would not give it for a thousand scudL' 

" ' For two thousand, serenissimo P ' 

'' * Yes, rogue, for so many I might.' » 

" ' On your word of honour P ' 

" * An impudent little dog ! Yes. Away ! — ^when you 
fetch me such a sum, per Baccho ! you shall have your 
father's head ; but not tiU then.' 

" ' Enough, excellency ; I will redeem it, and keep my 
word. San Gennaro judge between us, and curse the 
wretch who fails!' 

** * A bold little rogue, and deserves the old yillain's 
head for nothing,' muttered the prince. ' Two thousand 
SGudi! Ah, poor boy! where will he ever get such a 
iumP' 

" The prince soon forgot all about it ; but Ba{>ti8tello, 
inspired by that intense filial veneration for which our 
Calabrian youth are so &mous, worked incessantljr to 
raise the two thousand scudi — a mighty sum for mm. ; 
but he did not despair. He dug in the vineyards and 
rice-fields b^rday, in the iron-mines of Stilobynifi^ht, and 
begged in cities when he had nothing else to ao ; and 
slc^y tiie required sum began to accumulate. When 
old enough to level the rifie, by his mother's advice, ho 
took to his father's haunts, and turned bandit. Then the 

fold increased rapidly ; and, regularly as he acquired it,, 
e transmitted the ill-gotten ransom to Ser Villani, of 
St. Eufemio ; leaving the gold in the hollow of a certain 
tree, where the notary found it, and left a full receipt for 
each amoimt. 
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" When tlie two thousand pieces were munbered, 
Baptistello presented himself before Yillani in the disguise 
of a Basilian, requesting him to pay Prince St. Agata the 
money and rede^oi the bare-bleached skull, which grins so 
horribly from the battlements of the Palazzo Zizi. They 
met at the porch of the great church, where the notary 
had just been hearing mass. He denied ever haying re- 
ceived a quattrino of the money : not a single piece had he 
ever seen — ' No, by the miraculous blood of brennaro !' 

** * Behold your signed receipts. Master Scrivano.' 

" * Via ! ihej are forgeries. Away, or I will summon 
the ofBcers of justice.* 

" * My two thousand scudi ! — my hard- won money, 
earned at peril of my soul ! Betum it, thou most in- 
famous of robbers !' cried the infuriated Yarro, grasping 
the notary's throat, and unsheathing his poniard. 

y * Help, in the name of the Grand Court!' shrieked 
Yillani. Baptistello was arrested, imprisoned in the 
fearM Damusi, and kept there for months ; he was 
then scourged with rods, and thrust forth, naked and 
bleeding, to perish in the streets, while the money, earned 
with so much toil and danger, went to enrich the oishonest 
notary. Baptistello is on the mountains above us ; and if 
Yillani falls into his hands this night, Signor Cavaliere, 
thou mayest imagine the sequel." 

The improvisatore ceased, and I saw the keen, twinkling 
eyes of the notary watching me : he must have heard the 
whole story, while affecting to sleep, and, trembling vio- 
lently, he clutched his legal green bag. Suddenly, some 
one tapped at the casement, and I saw a large, fierce, and 
grim race peering in. 

" Ha !" cried me notary, springing up : " 'tis the cales- 
siero returned at last. Thou loitering villain ! I will teach 
you how to respect a member of the grand civil court of 
Sidly." 

He opened the door, and — horror!— -instead of the 
humble and apologizing postilion, there stood the tall, 
athletic form of Baptistello Yarro, clad in his glittering 
bandit costume. Had the notary encountered thus iiie 
peat head of his profession, face to face, he could not 
have been more overwhelmed with dismay: he seemed 
absolutely to shrink in size before the stem gaze of the 
formidable robber, whose entrance scarcely less alarmed 
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the old priest, the poor improvisatore, and myself. But, 
remembering my former adrentnres with Yarro, I was not 
without hope or escape. The albergo was crowded with 
his sayage followers, and we were all dragged roo^ilj 
forth as prisoners. The notary's hired calesso was under- 
going a thorough search : the lining was all torn, out, and 
every panel and cushion were pierced and slashed* while 
the contents of his trunks and mails were scattered in 
every direction, and flying on the breeze. In his green 
bag, were found a thousand ducats. 

" Villain !" exclaimed 'Bafrtistello, as he threw the gold 
pieces on the sward, ** there is more ilian we would deem 
sufficient to ransom ten such earth-worms as thee ; yet 
tiiis is but a half of the sum I deposited in the hollow tzee 
at St. Eufemio. I am a robber— true : but I gain my 
desperate livixiff bravely in the wilderness, by peri&ng my 
life hourly ; while thou, too, art a thief, but of the most 
despicable and cowardly description — a legalized plundeser 
of widows and orphans — a vampire, who preys on the 
very vitals of the community — ^a smooth-faced maatorpieee 
of villany : in short, wretch, thou art a notary. iRemem- 
ber the ransom of my &ther's head — ^the dungeons-— tiie 
chains, and the scourge. Ha ! remember, too, that thou 
art alone witii me on the wild mountains of CalainnE ; 
so, kneel to the Grod above us, for the last suids of thy 
life are ebbing fast." And he dashed him to the 
earth. 

" O signor — O excellency — ^mercy !" craved the notary, 
grovellinff in the dust ; but the fierce robber only grinned* 
showing his pearl-white teetli, as, leaning on his rifle* he 
surveyed him with an air of triumphant malice and su- 
preme contempt. " Mercy ! I implore you, by the blood 
ofCrcnnaro the blessed! Mercy, as you hope f(xr it at 
your dying day. I will repay the money. I will no 
longer be a notary, but an honest man." 

" Wretch ! su©a mercy will be given as tigers give," 
cried the ferocious Baptistello, spummf the poor man with 
his foot, and holding aloft his crucinx. " By tlus hdhr 
symbol of our salvation, I have sworn that thy head BhaU 
pay the forfeit for my feUiher's." The brigand kissed it. 
Though all hope died away in the heart of the notary, he 
still poured forth a jargon of alternate prayers, thrSsata, 
and entreaties : his agony was terrible, for, at that momont* 
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forty years of tlie "sharpest practice" were about to be 
accounted for. 

" God ! I dare not address myself to thee. O, holy 
father, pray for me in this great peril ! " he cried, to thd 
old monk of St. Christiana. " Supplicate Him for a sinner, 
that has forgotten how to pray for himself." 

" Buono !" said BaptistSlo, "let the priest pray while 
the notary swings." 

Lancelloti approached, and surveyed me with an inso- 
lent leer : he held a rope — ^the reins of the lawyer's mules ; 
in a moment it was looped round the notary's neck, and 
the other end thrown oyer the arm of a beecn-tree. Hie 
monk, kneeling on the sod, prayed with fenrour-^increased, 
probably, by anxiety for himself. The struggles of the 
poor wretch were horrible to behold r oyercOme with the 
terror of death, he fought like a wild beast, scratching, 
biting, and howlmg ; but, in the strong grasp of his power- 
M destroyers, his efforts were like those of an infant. In 
a minute, he swung from the branch of th^ beech, while, 
with a stem smile of giim satb^sction, the robber watched 
the plunges of his victim, writhing in the death-affony— * 
the sharp, withered featiures growmg ghastly, as the pale 
light of the dawning day fell on their distorted lines. JBut 
enough. 

" Signer Canonico," said Varro, " you may go ; the 
mountains are before you — ^we meddle not witn monks." 
The priest retired instantly, without bestowing a thought 
on his companions in trouble. " And who are you, signor, 
with the mandolin P" continued Baptistello. 

" An improyisatore, from Sicily last, excellency," rephed 
the lad, doffing his hat with all humility ; " I nave come 
to rouse my countrymen, by the song and guitar, to battle 
against the legions of Massena, as they did of old against 
the Saracen and Groth. I am but a poor lad, and hayo 
no ransom to offer, saye a song of the glorious Marco 
Sciarra; not a paola can I giye your excellencies: my 
sole inheritance is this guitar, which my feither ^ye me 
with his dying hand (for he, too, was an improyisatore), 
when he fell in battle, under the banner of Cardinal Huffa" 

"Where, boy P" 

" On the plains of Apulia : I was a little child then," 
said the lad, shedding tears. " See, the manddin is stained 
with his blood." : 
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" Benifisimo ! " exclaimed the band, who crowded 
round ns. 

" Thon, too, art free, for we war not with the poor. 
Away ! follow the monk, and the Virgin speed thee." But 
the minstrel bestowed an anxious elance on me, and drew 
near, scominj? to imitate the selfish priest, who had now 
disappeared fiom the path, which wound over the bright- 
enin^mountains. 

" Your name, signor ?" asked Varro, surveying me with 
a glance of surprise, and seeming puzzled what to think 
of me. 

** Dundas, captain in the British service, and commandant 
of SeyUa," I rephed, with haughty brevity. 

** The friend of Castelermo, and who so bravely avenged 
his death on the renegade Kavarro— is it not sor" 

'' The same, Signor Capo : for two days past, I have 
undergone great misery, and last night made a most 
miraculous escape frY>m the troops of General Begnier." 

" Who has onered a hundred j^old Napoleons for you, 
dead or alive : a sum quite sufficient to excite the avarice 
and cupidity of a Calabrian outlaw." 

My 8i)irit sank — I made no reply, but cursed the French 
general in my heart. 

"Courage, signor," said Baptistello, laying his hand 
familiarly on my shoulder ; ** think not so hardly of us : 
we all love the "British soldiers, and would not yield you 
to Begnier for all the gold in France. We nave not 
forgotten Maida — eh, comrades P" 

" Vivail Ee d'Inghilterra ! " answered the band, with 
one voice. (It was the cry of the loyalists, as often as 
"Viva Ferdinando IV.") 

i" You hear the sentiments of my followers," said Varro ; 
" truly, signor, as the husband of the Signora d'Alfieri, your 
name is dear to the whole Calabrians, and I believe the 
wildest rogue in these provinces would not touch a hair 
of your head. Corpo di Baccho ! you must break&st with 
us among the moimtains : we trust to your honour for not 
revealing our fastness to our disadvantage — to our own 
hands for avenging it, if you do. Enough, signor ! we 
know each other." 

I was in the hands of men vdth whom it would have 
been rash to trifle, and, accepting the rough invitation, I 
accompanied them across the huls. The sun rose above 
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the highest peak of Bovay and poured its fiery lustre into 
the dark-green yalleys, gilding the oonyent vanes and 
little spires of St. GhnstiBma and Oppido, and flThwIing the 
mist m>m the black glittering rocks, the sable pines, and 
verdant slopes of the Apennines. 



CHAPTER LXIV. 

THE bandit's CAVEBN. — BECAFTUBE AND DELIVEBANCE. 

Thbough a lon^, deep gorge, winding between basaltic 
clifiTs, the production or volcanic fire, or formed by some 
great convulsion which had rent the massive hOls, we 
scrambled along for nearly half a mile ; at the end, rose a 
wall of rock, on ascending which, bv means of a ladder, 
I found myself in the den of the oandLtti. The ladder 
being drawn up when the last man ascended, all communi- 
cation with the chasm below was thus cut off. 

A &re burned brightly in a recess of the cavern, 
revealing its ghastly rocks and hollow depths, the lon^ 
stalactites, the crystals, and various sparkling stones which 
glimmered in the flames as the^ shot upward through the 
cranny that served for a chimney. Several females, 
grouped round it, were engaged in chatting, quarrelling, 
and cooking ; and their picturesque costumes, olive com- 
plexions, and j;raceful figures, were brought forward in 
strong warm light, by the flickering flames : some had 
still the sad remains of beautv, and their Greco-Italian 
features still wore the soft, Maaonna-like expression of the 
southern provinces, though, alas! their mnocence had 
fled ; others were sullen, forbidding, or melancholy, and 
all were laden with tawdry finery and Ynassive jewels. 

The aspect of the cavern — one part glaring with lurid 
light, the other half involved in gloom, where its mys- 
sterious recesses pierced into the bowels of the mountam ; 
the women, with their full bosoms, laxse black eyes, and 
sandalled feet, their glossy hair braided into tails, or 
flowing in dishevelled ringlets ; the bearded banditti, 
some m their well-known costume, others in a garb of 
rough skins, showing their bare legs and arms — ^their 
rifles, knives, pistols, and horns, sparkling when they 
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mored — ^form«d a striking scene. Looking outward, also, 
a Tiew of tbe distant sea, the smoke of Stromboli piercing 
the infinity of space above it, the spire of Fittmara, the 
Tine-clad nxinB of a Grecian temple, and the Ions, brisht 
river that wound between the hiUs towards it, formed a 
subject for the pencil, such as would have raised the 
enthusiasm of Salvator liosa*^ who, in pursuit of the 
savagely romautic, sojourned for a time amon^ the 
wilds, the beauties, the terrors, and the banditti of 
Calabria. 

Chocolate, kid's flesh stewed, eggs, milk, dried grapes, 
and wine, composed the repast : when it was finished, the 
poor improvisatore, though not miite at ease, ^nnd 
himself compelled to sing, and chose for his theme 
Mabco Sciasba, the glory of the Abmzzesi, whose hin» 
and memory the honest man and the bandit alike extcd. 
He sang in ottiva rima, and tinkled an accompaniment 
with hi^ guitar, while ev^ry ear listened intently. 

The scene opened in Hie wilds of Abmzzi ; Marco was 
at the head of his thousand followers, and in all tlie 
plenitude of his power and terror — that ehivalric brigand- 
ism which gained him the title of Se della Campa^na ; 
then we were told how, kneeling by the wayside, he kiseed 
i^e hand of Tasso, and did homage to the muse ; hew 
successfully he warred with Clement YII. and the ooo^t 
of Conversano, and then fought the battles of the Vene- 
tians against their Tuscan enemies ; of his bravery, his 
loves, his compassion, and countless escapes, we all neard 
in succession, down to that hour when, m tiie marches of 
Anccma, he met Battimello, his former friend, who, while 
embracing him, in the true spirit of Italian treachery, 
struck a dagger in his heart, and sold his head to a papal 
oonmiissary. 

Every eye flashed as the minstrel concluded ; a eroan 
of rage, mingled with a burst of applause, shook the 
vaulted cavern, for the theme was one well calculated to 
interest his hearers deeply, and one very pretty youn^ 
woman threw her arms around the improvisatore, and 
kissed him on both cheeks. While all were ilius w^ 
pleased, we took our departure, and were very glad when 
the cavern and its inmates were some miles behind us. 
On bidding adieu to Baptistello, I promised to have kia 
father's head sent from Messina, if I lived to reach tiiiat 
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Ciity in safety. He kksed mj hand, and a dark smile lit 
Bp the features of Lancelloti : I was too soon to 
Idam. the ideas passing in the mind of that abominable 
traitor. 

There is, generalljr, a romance about the ItaHan 
ouidaw, whic^ raises ms character far above that of the 
mere pickpocket or housebreaker. The danger encoun- 
tered in tne course of his desperate profession, and the 
wild scenery around him, were aU calculated to inspire 
him with a tinge of heroism : were, I say, for the real 
Italian brigand may now, happily, be classed with the 
thiags which are past Witnont being guilty of any 
premeditated crime, many were forced upon that terrible 
career by the French myasion, or by too freely using 
their kniyes in those outbursts of anger and reyenge to 
which the hot blood of the southern climes is so prone ; 
but to some good feelings lingering in those hearts, 
which dtf&ger and despair had not completely hardened, 
I owed my safety in these yanous encounters with the 
wild brayos of Calabria. 

Sut the most dangerous was yet to come. The reward 
offered by Begnier for my recapture had excited the 
ayarice of Lancelloti, who was then tracking me oyer the 
hills, intent on my destructicm. On parting with the 
improyisatore, close by where the poor notary yet hung, 
with the wild birds screaming round hixn» I continued 
my way, as warily as possime, to ayoid the enemy; 
for a continual pop— pop — ^popping in the distance, and 
the appearance of wh& »noke cuning on the mountain 
udes and from the leafless, though budding, forests, 
announced that the French adyanced parties were skir- 
mishing with the brigands and armed jHtetcmi, and kept 
me continually on me alert. Dreaa of the effect of 
Segnier's reward compelled me to ayoid eyery man I met ; 
so my route soodl became equally toilsome and deyious. 
Yet, though exhausted by trayelhng and loss of sleep, I 
was animated , by a yiew of S(^lla's distant towers and 
terraces, which rose aboye the woodlands gleaming in the 
rays of the joyous sun, and continued to press forward, 
until, completely oyercome with fatigue, 1 threw myself 
on the green sward, under the cool shade of a pine 
thid^et, and fell into a deep sleep. 

This happy slnmber, whidb, alter a long march under 
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the Bcorchins heat of noon, the cool shade rendered so 
refreshing, had lasted, perhaps, an hour, when I was 
roughly roused by the smart application of a rifle-butt to 
the si^ of my head. Starting up, I found myself in the 
grasp of Lancelloti and two omers of Yarro's band : alas ! 
weary and unarmed, what resistance could I oflerP They 
were strong, fresh, and armed to the teeth ; solitude was 
around us, and no aid near : eveiy hope of escape 
vanished. 

" Via, Signor Ing^lese,'* said one ; " did you mean to 
sleepthere all day P ' 

"^ard of Mahomet !'* said Lancelloti, with a scowl ; 
" you had better make use of your legs." 

" Your purpose, scoundrels P" 

** To deuyer you to the French commandant at Fiuma- 
ra," replied the ci-devant priest and pirate. " Madonna ! 
a hundred pieces of ^old are not to be despised. Look 
yoii, signor ; I swear by the light of Heayen to blow your 
Drains out on tiie first attempt to escape! — so fill the 
foreyard — ^maladetto ! Bememoer, I am Osman Carora— 
ha! bar 

" Wretch ! would you murder me in cold blood, and 
thus add to the j^ilt accumulated on your unhappy head P" 

" Cospetto ! it is indeed mighty, said he, gloomily ; 
" yea, enough to darken the stone of Caaba, which was 
once white as nulk, but now, blackened by the sins of 
men, is like a piece of charcoal in those walls where 
Abraham built it. When a deyout Turk, I — ^yia! on — 
or a brace of balls wiU whistle through the head you 
may wish should reach Fiumara on your shoulders — 
ha, ha!" 

To resist was to die ; so, relying on the humanity of the 
French officer commanding uie outposts, I accompanied 
them, in indescribable agony of mind. The fading rays of 
the setting sun, as it sai^ behind the hiUs, were reddening 
the massiye towers and crenellated battlements, the ter- 
raced streets and shining casements of Scylla. It vanished 
behind the green ridges ; the standard descended from the 
keep, and my heart sank as we neared Fiumara. My 
escort kept close by me, with their rifles loaded. A river, 
the name of which I do not remember, winds from these 
hills towards Fiumara ; and we moved along its northern 
bank. Its deep, smooth current lay on the left side of the 
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narrow path, and precipitous rocks, like a wall, rose up on 
the right ; so that I was without the slightest hope of 
efiPecting an escape. I spoke of the greater reward they 
would receive on conducting me to Scylla: but they 
laughed my words to scorn. The French out-piquets 
were now in sight ; and, far down the yaUey, we saw their 
chain of advanced sentinels, motionless on their posts, 
standing with ordered arms, watching the still current of 
the glassy river, as it swept onwards to the sea : its bris^ht 
surface reflected the steep rocks, the green woods, and a 
ruined bridge, so vividly, that tiie eye could not distinguish 
where land and water met. The last flush of day, as it 
died away over the Apennines, cast a yellow blaze on its 
windings ; which at mtervals were dotted by the fltful 
watch-fires of the out-lying piquets. 

A party of armed men haa l]^n seen by Lancelloti pur- 
suing the turnings of the path we trod. They came towards 
us. llieir coni^ hats and long rifles announced them 
Calabrians, and a consultation was held by my capturers 
whether to advance or retire, as it was quite impossible 
to leave the path on either hand. 

''Gk> to the front, Graetano, and reconnoitre," said 
Lancelloti ; " they may be some of ike i^e Corps." My 
heart leaped at the idea. 

" Cospetto ! and if they are ?" 

''We shoot him through the head, plunge into the 
river, and swim for it ! " said the other ruman. 

"Blockhead!" exclaimed Lancelloti, "they are but 
four, and the first lucky fire may make us more than equal. 
To $fou," addressing me with cruel ferocity, " I swear, by 
all the devils, you shall be shot the instant we are 
attacked — shot, I say, and flung into the river, that no one 
else may win those bright Napmeons which I hoped should 
clink in my own pouch." 

At that moment, Gaetano came running back to say, 
that, although armed like the Free Calabri, with white 
cross-belts and heavy muskets, they wore no uniform or 
scarlet cockade. 

"They must be free cavalieri of our own order, then," 
exclaimed Lancelloti. " Some of Scarolla*s band, perhaps." 

" They have been plundering of late, as far as Capo 
Pillari." 

"Forward, then!" 
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life and liberty were haTiging by a hair. M j heart 
beat tomultaoiufy, and mecmanically I moved forward, 
cundng the nnaolcuer-like maJice of the Prench leader, who 
had putced me in such a position, by exciting the avarice 
of such wretches. After losing signt of the advancing 
party for a time, we suddenly met them, front to front, at 
an abrupt angle where the road turned round a point of 
rode. 

"Advance first, Signer Inglese," said Laacelloti, "and, 
should you attempt to escape, remember ! " and, tapping 
ike butt of his rifle, he grinned savarely as I stepped for- 
ward, •xpecting every instant to be shot through me head. 
My brain was whirling — ^I was giddy with ri^ and despair. 
The path diminished to a narrow shelf of rock, about a 
foot broad. On one side, it descended sheer to the daric 
waters of the deep and plaeid river ; on the olher, frowned 
the wall of basalt ; and I was compelled to grasp the tufts 
«f weeds and grass on its sur&ce, as I psssed the perilous 
turn. 

Scarcely had I cleared the angle, when I was confronted 
by — whom ! — Giacomo, Lucca hibruta, and two other 
soldiers of Santugo in disguise. Their shout of joy was 
answered by a volley from three rifles behind me ; and 
the report rang like tnunder among the chffs. 

I heard the balls whistle past ; a shriek and a plunge 
followed, as one of the Eree Corps fell, wounded, into the 
stream. Qis comrades rushed on, to avenge him, and I 
drew aside behind an angle of the rocks, to avoid the cross 
fire of both parties. Ei^aeed to behold the husband of 
their famous ** Signora Oapitanessa" in such a plight, 
Giacomo and his comrades pressed fririously forward with 
fixed bayonets. To this formidable weanon, the foe could 
only oppose the clubbed rifle, and a oesp^rate conflict 
ensued. But on such ground it could not be of long 
duration. Blubber-lipped Lucca shot Lancelloti through 
the breast: he roUed down the steep rocks into the 
sluggish stream, above which his ferocious face rose once 
or twice amid the crimson eddies of his blood, then sank, 
to rise no more. Immediately after, his companions were 
bayoneted, and flung over the precipice after him. 

Full of triumph at his victory and discovery, honest 
Giacomo skipped about on the very edge of the diff, 
dancing the tarantella like a madman. 
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" Thrice blessed be our holy lady of Oppido, who led us 
this way to-night. O, happiness ! O, joy to the capi- 
tanessa ! " he exclaimed. ** Ak, signor ! yon know not what 
she has endured. The whole garrison has been turned 
upside down. The Signora Bianca is distracted; the 
visconte, the Ccnte di Psdmi, and Signor OliTero LasceUes 
luEFe been incessantly beating the woods in search of you, 
so far as they dared yentiure. And Giacomo — O, tri- 
umph ! — ^is the finder ! It is an era in my hfe, Annina 
herself dare not be coy after this ! " 

Giacomo's Italian enthufliaflni displayed itself in a thou- 
sand antics ; and it was not until we saw a party. of the 
French tirailleurs (whom the firing had alarmed) advancing 
up the opposite bank to reconnoitre, that we prepared to 
retire. It was now night : favoured by the moon, we 
forded the river at a convenient place, and, taking our way 
Hirough the woods between Fiumara and Scylla, we eluded 
tiie y&lance of the Frencb ^quets. In an hour, I found 
jsry%^ safe within the walls, gates, and gun-batteries of 
mj garriscm, whero my suddJen return csosed a burst of 
univcfTBal joy. 

Breaking away from Luigi, my brother-officers and 
soldiers, who crowded damorously round me, I hurried 
to the apartments of Bianca. All was silent when I en- 
tered, and the flickering rays of a night-lamp revealed to 
me the confusion my absence had created. Bianca's music, 
her ^tar, her daily work, the embroidery, her books and 
drawings, lay all forgotten, and, huddled m a comer, poor 
papagaUo croaked desolately in his cage : for he, too, had 
been deserted, and his seed-box was emptv. A row of 
vases, which Bianca used to tend every day, nad been for- 
gotten, and the flowers had drooped and withered. The 
whole sleeping-chamber wore an air of disorder and neglect : 
her bed appeared not to have been slept in since I had 
left ; for my scarlet sash lay on it, just wnere I had thrown 
it the night I left Scylla. 

Above all, I was shocked with the appearance of the 
poor girl. Heclinin^ on a sofa, she lay sleeping on the 
bosom of Annina ; who also was buried in a heavy slum- 
ber: both were evidently wearied with watching and 
sorrow. Bianca was pale as death. Her beautifiil hair 
streamed in disorder over her white neck and polished 
shoulder ; and shining tears were oozing from her long 
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dark lashes. She was weeping in her sleep, and the pallor 
of her ang;elic beauty was rendered yet stronger by com- 
parison with the olive brow and rosy cheeks ofme waiting- 
maid. 

I was deeply mored on beholding her thus : but I never 
felt so supremely happy as at the moment, when, 
ffently putting m^r ann round her, I awoke her to joy, and 
dispelled those visions of sorrow which floated through 
her dreams. 



CHAPTEE LXV. 

JOYS OF A MILITAEY HONBTMOOK. 

Eaely next morning, I was roused by the sharp blast 
of a French trumpet stirring all the echoes of Scjila. I 
was dressing hastily, when lAscelles, who commanded the 
barrier-guard, entered. Baying that a % of truce, and a 
trumpet, sent by General Begnier, required a conference 
with the commandant. 

" Curse Eegnier," said I testily, while dragging on my 
boots ; " I ^ not hold any communication mth him, 
after the scandalous manner in which he has treated 
me. 

" But you may receive the officer, and hear that which 
he is orilered to communicate ; at least, answer this letter, 
of which he is the bearer.*' 

By the grey twilight of a February morning, I opened 
the fVencnman's despatch, and read :— 

" Summons 

Of unconditional capitulation, and the articles thereof, 
a^eed to between the commandant of ScvUa and Mon- 
sieur le G^n^ral de Division, Eegnier, Grana Officer of the 
Legion of Honour, Knight-Commander of the Iron Crown 
pf liombardy. Grand Cross of the Lion of Bavaria, Enight 
of St. Louis of France, Chef de Bataillon of the Grena- 
diers of the Lnpenal Guard," &c. &c. &c. 

" Bah !" cried Oliver, with a laugh, " throw it over the 
window." 
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" Give Monsieur le G^n^ral, Knight of St. Louis, and 
all that, my compliments, and say, I will return 
these articles with the first cannon-ball Hred on his 
trenches." 

** The enemy are close at hand this morning, and appear 
to have made great progress during the night." 

" Desire the of&cer commanding the furtillery, to hare 
all the heavy guns loaded with tincase-shot, in addi- 
tion to iron balls ; and to have the primings weU looked 
to." 

** But the Frenchman — ^he is still waiting at the bar- 
riers — shall I show him up?" 

" You may — I have a particular message to his 
general." 

'' He is a punchy, ungentlemanly kind of man, and ap- 
pears to keep a sharp eye about him, evidently observing 
all our defences." 

" Lodge the .trumpeter in the main-guard, and bind up 
the eyes of the ofl&cer ; they served me so once ; I will 
meet him in the old halL" 

That I might not be deficient in courtesy, I directed 
wine, decanters, &c., to be conveyed to the vaulted hall, 
where princely banners and Italian 1sx>phies had given 
place to racks of arms, iron-bound chests, and military 
stores. Oliver led in the officer, with his eyes covered by 
a handkerchief, which gave him rather a droll aspect. Tie 
was a short, thick-set man, with wiry, ^ey moustaches^ 
and wore the uniform of the ill-fated voltigeurs of the 23rd 
regiment. 

*' Monsieur, you will no doubt pardon this necessary 
muffling," said I, advancing ; " but as you wished to see 
me — ^ha !"— at that moment Oliver withorew the bandage, 
when lo ! imagine my astonishment on seeing the features 
of Greneral Begnier ! I knew him in an instant, although, 
instead of the blue coat and gold oak-leaves, the stars and 
medals of the general of the empire, he wore the plain 
light green and silver braid of the 23rd. His wonder was 
not less on recognizing me. 

"Ouf ! you iSive outflanked me — quite!" said he, bow- 
ing with a ludicrous air of confusion and assurance. 

" Shame ! shame, general !" I repHed, with an air of 
scorn ; " who is now the spy> and deserves to be hanged or 
ahotP" 

2i 
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•* Not I," said he, with sangfroid; " I am the bearer of 
a flaoj of truce.'* 

" In your oxon name P Good !'* 

" No ; in thai of Joseph I., king of Naples, and the 
marshal prince of Essling." 

" A paltry pretence, under which you came hither to 
reconnoitre our works, our cannon, and means of resist- 
ance. Away, sir ! Back to your position, and remember 
tiiat one consideration alone preyents me from horse- 
whipping you as you deserve, for the manner in which you 
treated me at Seminara." 

" Horsewhip — mille baionettes /'* replied he, with eyes 
flashing fire ; " I must have reparatioff"^or that ; mon- 
sieur, be so good as to recall those words.'* 

" Sir, remember your threats and the fetters." 

"JOuf !" he'muttered, shrugging his shoulders. " I am 
in the lion's den. You must meet me, monsieur.** 

" Yes, in the breach — sword in hand — begone, 
sir!" 

" I go ; but liear me. Eemember the fate of the Italian 
eommandant of Orotona. I swear, by God and the glory 
of France, that, like him, you shall die, and han? from 
these ramparts when the place surrenders. Our neavy 
ffon-battenes will open at noon ; you have but two hun- 
dred rank and file ; for every one of these I can bring 
one piece of cannon, and a hundred soldiers — ouf ! 
we snail eat you up. Before the sun sets to-night, 
my triumph sliall be complete, and Calabria once more 
the emperor's." 

And thus we parted, with the bitterest personal animo- 
sity. He retired with the bewildered Lascelles, who led 
him, blindfold, to the outer barrier, and, with his trum- 
peter, there dismissed him. 

** By heaven !" he exclaimed, when he hurried back to 
me, " what a triumph it would have been to have sent ihe 
old fox over to Messina ! Only think of Sherbrooke'g 
flaming general order and address of thaoiks on the 
occasion. What on earth tempted you to let him go P" 

" Flags of truce must be respected ; but I had a hard 
struggle between etiquette and inclination. Desire the 
gunners of the guard to telegraph to the Plectra and gun- 
boats, to keep close in shore, and send my orderly to 
tte Visconte di Sautugo, sayiug I will visit him shomyv** 
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The continaal skirmisliing of the peasantry and ban- 
ditti with the French, had greatly retarded the operations 
of the latter ; but on the XOth of February,— the infantry 
brigade of Milette's corps having descended from the 
MiSa heights, and come within range of our cannon, — it 
became imperative to order off to Sicily the whole of the 
armed paesani who occupied the town of Scylla, as the 
bombarding operations of the besieging army would only 
subject them to destruction. While our batteries kept in 
check the soldiers of Mjlette, I superintended the em- 
barkation of these brave fellows, and the renmant of San- 
tugo's Free Corps, who were all received on board the Sici- 
lian gun-boats, at the sea staircase. The visconte remained 
with me ; but his volunteers, who afterwards distinguished 
themselves so much in our service, were quartered in 
Messina. Poor Giacomo was afterwards slain in the bril- 
liant attack made by General Macfarlane, on the coast of 
Naples, in the July following. The Cavaliere Paolo, for 
his bravery on the same day, at the capture of the Cas- 
tello d'Iscnia, received the thanks of Ferdinand IV. and 
Sir J. Stuart, at the head of the army. He was afterwards 
created Oonte Casteluccio, and shared his coronet with the 
fair widow of Castagno. He is now senior commandant 
of the Yager guards, in the Neapolitan army. 

I transmitted with the gun-boats the whole of the sick 
and wounded, and everything of value. I sent away 
my groom with my gallant grey, which was indeed far 
too good a nag to be captured and ridden by Frenchmen. 

It was in vain that I entreated Bianca to go in safety 
with the boats, and described to her all the norrors of a 
siege ; the noise of our guns playing on Milette's ad- 
▼ancing column only confirmed the fond girl's determina- 
tion to remain with us ; and she seemed nappy when the 
last gun-boat, laden to the water's edge with her country- 
men, moved slowly away from the shore, and the omj 
chance by which she could leave me was cut off for 
-ever. 

A safe place was fitted up for her by the soldiers in a 
bomb-proof chamber, where the thick walls and arches of 
solid masonry shut out the storm of war, which was soon to 
shake the towers of Scylla to their deepest foundations. 
The barriers of palisade were secured, the bridges drawn 
up, ihe standara hoisted, the guns double shotted with 

2 I 2 
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balls, canister, and grape, the breastworks and ramparts 
lined, the locks and flints examined ; and thus we awaited 
the enemy on the forenoon of the 10th ; the roll of their 
brass drums rang among the hills, as the successiye 
columns descended from the heights of Milia, taking the 
most circuitous routes, to avoid the fire of our cannon, 
which played upon their line of march at every oppor- 
tunity afforded by the inequality of the ground. 



CHAPTER LXVI. 

THE SIEGE OF 8CYLLA. 

Mt mind was a prey to the utmost anxiety, when I 
beheld the overwhelmmg masses which Eegnier was 
pouring forward on the last solitary hold of Ferdinand, 
cut on by the stormy Strait of Messma from all Sicilian 
succour. A strong brigade of cavalry, the 23rd light 
infantry, the 1st, 62nd, and 101st regiments of the French 
line, together with a powerful battering-train, formed his 
force ; but, as each con>s consisted of uiree battalions, he 
mustered more than 6,000 foot alone. The "handfiil*' 
of the British 62nd, amounting now to only 200 file, were 
to encounter them : but proud of my corps, and feeling 
all the glorious ardour of my profession glowing within 
me — ^relying on the indomitable English spirit of my 
soldiers, and the great natural strength of the position we 
occupied — ^I did not despair of at least protractmg a siege, 
which, when the great disparity of numbers is remem- 
bered, must be deemed as glorious a deed of arms as our 
nulitary annals exhibit. 

On the morning of the 11th February, five 24-pounders, 
five 18-pounders, four mortars, and innumerable field- 
pieces, opened a tremendous cannonade on the keep and 
upper works of Scylla, to demolish our cover, and bury us 
with our guns unaer the ruins. This battering continued 
daily, without a moment's cessation, imtil the 14th ; whei^, 
covered by it, the French sappeurs and artillerists formed 
two other breaching batteries, at two hundred yards' dis- 
tance from our bastions, notwithstanding the appalling 
slaughter made among them by our shelb burstmg, a^id 
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grape-shot and mufiketry showering around, with deadly 
effect. Though the whole of Eegmer's infantry remained 
under cover during these operations, the execution done 
on those who worked at the breachinff batteries must hate 
been fearful — ^they were so close ana so numerous. My 
own brave little oand was becoming thin from the fire 
from the heights — every cannon-shot which struck the 
stone walls was rendered, in effect, as dangerous as a 
shell, by the heavy splinters it cast on eveiy side, and I 
foresaw that the castle of Ruffo— mouldermg with the 
lapse of years, and shaken by the storms and earthquakes 
or centuries, would soon sink before the overwhelming 
tempest of iron balls which Eegnier hurled against it 
from every point — ^his gunners stopping only until their 
cannon became cool enough to renew the attack. We had 
exi)ected ^eat assistance fr^m our flotilla of gun-boats, 
which, by Keeping close in shore, might have cannonaded, 
the enemy's position, and shelled their ap|»roaches ; but a 
storm of wind and rain, which continued without cessation 
or lull, from the time the attack began until it was ended, 
rendered an approach to Scylla impossible : the sea was 
dashing against it in mountains or misty foam, and on 
its wal^ of rock would have cast a line-of-battle ship like 
a cork. 

The roar of the musketry, and the perpetual booming of 
the adverse battery-guns, produced a tremendous effect ; 
awakening all the echoes of the fathomless caves of 
Scylla in the splintered cliffs and Mont Jaci, and, after 
being tossed from peak to peak of the Milia Hills, with 
ten thousand reverberations, all varying, the reports died 
away in the distant skf — only to be succeeded by others. 
The dense volumes or smoke that rose from the French 
batteries, were forced upwards and downwards by the 
stormy wind, and rolled away over land and sea, twisted 
into a thousand fantastic shapes, mingling on one side 
with the mist of the valleys, on the other, with the foam 
of the ocean. The continual rolling of the French brass 
drums, the clamour of their artillerymen, and the wild 
hallooing of their infantry, added to the roar of the 
conflict above and that of the surge below, increased 
the effect of a scene which had as many beauties as terrors. 

The night of the 14th was unusually dark and stormy, 
imd on visiting Bianca in her dreary vault (which, by 
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being below the basement of the keep, was the only aa£» 
place in the castle), she told me, with a pale cheek and 
Mtering tongue, thjat often, of late, she had oeen disturbed 
by sounds rising from the earth below her. . I endeayoured 
io laugh away her fears ; but, on listening, I heard 
distincUy the peculiar noise of hammers and shoyels, 
which conyincea me that the French sappers were at work 
somewhere, and that the hollows of the rock had enabled 
them to penetrate far under the foundations of the castle. 
On exammation, we found that for three nights they had 
been lodging a mine, during the noise and gloom of the 
storm, and had excayated two chambers *. one, imder our 
pnnoipal bastion ; the other, under the keep — conneetiiifir 
Hiem DT a saucisson, led through a gallery cut in the solia 
rook — me effect of such an explosion would haye ended 
the siege at once, and blown to atoms the yault appropri- 
ated to Bianca and her servant. My mind shrank with 
horror from contemplating the frightnil death she had so 
narrowly escaped. "NeiSi night, the train would, un- 
doubteddy, haye been fired ; and i^e inner chamber was 
piereed within three feet of her bed ! * * * 

Desiring Lascelles to prepare a counter-mine, in case of 
our failure, I sUpped out by the barriers, a<;companied by 
Sontugo and twelve volunteers. Favoured by the darkness 
of the night, the howling of the stormy wind, and dashing 
of the "angry surge,' we stole safely to the scene of 
operations, and with charged bayonets tell upon a brigade 
of sappeurs — as the French style a party of eight private 
artificers, under the command of a non-commissioned 
officer. They were all as merry as crickets, talking and 
laughing whilst working in their shirt sleeves. 

&ey defended themselves bravely with their swords ; 
but,- as we possessed the mouth of the excavation, all' 
retreat was cut off. The corporal, a strong athletic fellow, 
beat down Santugo's guard wit^ a shovel, and striking 
him to the earth with the same homely weapon, broke 
through us, plunged down the rocks, and escaped; but. 
tke whole of nis party were bayoneted, and, after utterly 
ruining and destroying the mine, we retreated within our 
gates, without losing a man, or firing a shot. The exas- 
peration of the proud Santugo at the rough knock-down 
he received from tiie corpond is quite indescribable. 

29'ext day the enemy pushed forward still doser to ik.e 
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walk ; led by my old acquaintance, De Bonrmont, the 
101st regiment had the temerity to advance round an 
angle of the rocks to the water's edge, for the purpose of 
destroying the sea staircase — our last, our only means of 
retreat. A cry burst from my soldiers ; we brought every 
musket to bear upon that pomt, and depressed our cannon 
by wedges and handspikes ; section aiter section of the 
enemy were swept into the sea, and they were therefore 
compelled to abandon the attempt, leaving half their num» 
ber piled up on the rocky shore, killed or wounded, or 
drowned by falling from tne narrow path, where many of 
the dead and dying were drenched, and swept away every 
instant by the sea. 

As the mist rolled up from the mountains, we saw the 
shattered remains of the regimentr--a dark mass, in grey 
Ijrreat-coats, with the tops of their glazed caps and bayonet- 
blades glancing in the sun — ^retiring, double quick, beyond 
the eminence, which, to a certain extent, sheltered Eeg- 
nier*s infantry from our missiles ; but their retreat was 
galled by them, and a line of prostrate bodies marked 
Sieir route. 

" Dundas, you shall see howl will unhorse that fellow/' 
said the officer commanding our artillery, as he coolly ad- 
justed the quoin under me breach of a long nine. He 
meant old Bourmont, who, like a brave fellow as he was, 
retreated in rear of his column, and was jogging along on 
his charger, whose drooping head, muhsE ears, curved 
face, and shambling action, showed the thorough French 
borse. Before I could speak, the match fell on the 
vent, the gun was fired, aad the aim was true — ^fatally 
so. 

" A splendid shot, and a jewel of a gun," exclaimed my 
friend, exulting in his gunnery, as both horse and rider 
tumbled prone to the earth. "Will you try a shot, 
Dundas P'^ 

" Thank you, no ; you have kiUed the only man, amid 
all those ranks, I would have spared." 

" By Jove ! he is not settled yet," said LaseeUes, with^aA 
air of disappointment, as the colonel disengaged himsi^ 
from his milen horse, and, heavily encumbered by his 
jack-boots, scrambled over the hill with as much expedi- 
tion as his short le^s and rotund form would permit. jBotk 
and the artillerwt were ehagrined at his escape ; 
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and yet, in their ouiet moods, both were men who would 
not have killed a ny. 

At that moment, so critical to Bonrmont, I heard a 
splitting roar — ^the rock shook beneath ns, and we knew 
not which way to look. Shaken and rent by the salvos of 
heavy shot, which, for fonr successive days, had showered 
from the French batteries, an immense mass of wall, the 
enrtain of onr strongest bastion, rolled thundering to the 
earth, burying the poor artillery officer, Grascoigne, Ser- 
jeant Grask, a number of soldiers, and all our best cannon, 
under a mighty moimtain of crumbled masonry. I was 
dismayed and ^eved by this terrible catastropne, which 
the French hailed with shouts of rapture andf triumph ; 
they redoubled their battering, with such effect on the 
shattered walls, that every time a ball struck, other masses 
gave way, burying soldiers and cannon beneath them. By 
sunset, every gun was entombed under the prostrate walls, 
and we had only musketry to trust to, in case of an 
assault, which I nad no doubt would be attempted that 
very night, as the breach was quite practicable, and the 
continim cannonade prevented us from repairing it by 
fascines, or any other contrivance. 

Some were now despairing, and all more or less dis* 
pirited ; many an anxious g£iice was cast to Sicily, and 
to the sea which raged between us, as the lowering yellow 
sun sank behind the Neptunian hills, and the waves grew 
black and frothy. 



CHAPTEE LXYil. 

THE PALL OP SCITLLA. — C0KCLU8I0N. 

Night descended upon Scylla, upon the dark Apen- 
nines and the tempestuous sea, and my mind became nlled 
with anzieiy ; our means of defence were greatly dimi- 
niAied, our shelter ruined. The stormy state of the 
weather cut off, equally, all hope of succour or escape, and 
I anticipated with dread a surrender to Greneral Begoier, 
my personal enemy; by his orders, Santugo had little 
mercy to expect from Napoleon ; and I knew not to what 
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indi^ties Bianca, as an Italian lady, miglit be subjected, 
if taken prisoner. Though crippled in means of resistance, 
and reduced in number, my few brave fellows would have 
defended the ruined breacn till the last of them perished, 
but I saw that, ultimately, Scylla must become the prize 
of the enemy, and only trusted that, during a lull oi the 
storm, we might effect a retreat to Messina oy the flotilla 
of Sicilian gun-boats. 

How changed now was the aspect of the venerable 
Scylla, since uiat morning when the French batteries first 
opened on it ! The massive Norman battlements and its 
beautiful hall had crumbled into rubbish, or sunk in pon- 
derous masses beneath the heavy salvos ; every window 
and loophole was beaten into hideous gaps, and yawning 
rents smit the slrone towers from rampart to foundation. 
The well was choked up by the falling stones, and want of 
water increased the miseries of sixty wounded men, whom, 
ultimately, we had to abandon to the care of the enemy. 
Every cannon was buried, under the mighty piles of ruin, 
bejrond recoverv— all, save one thirteen*inch mortar, 
which I ordered to be dragged to the summit of tlie 
breach, where it afterwards did good service. 

Many of the miserable wounded were destroyed under 
the falhng walls, or buried, more or less, at a time when 
we could not spare a hand to extricate them ; their cries 
were piteous, and their agonies fright^. The dead lay 
heaped up behind breastwork and banj^uette, and from the 
castle gutters the red blood was dropping on the sea-beaten 
rocks below, where the sea-mews and cormorants flapped 
their wings, and screamed over the sweltering corpses of 
the 101st. The artillerymen were almost annihilated, and 
their platforms were drenched in ^ore. 

Though exhausted by the toil they had endured, the 
brave little band of survivors manned the breach, and re- 
mained under arms during the whole of a most tempestuous 
night, with that quiet cheerfulness, mingled with stem 
determination, which are the principal c^iracteristics of 
our unmatched soldiery in times of peril. Towards mid- 
night, Santugo (whom, with Lascelles, I had left in charge 
01 the Inreacn) aroused me from a nap I was snatching, 
rolled up in my cloak and ensconced imder the lee side of 
a parapet. 

" Signor, we have had an alert," said he, " a movement 
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is takinj^ place amongst the enemy. They will be in the 
breach m five minutes." 

I harried to the mighty rent in our fortifications, and 
saw the long and perilous route which an escalade had to 
ascend — a steep and uncertain pathway, jagged with rocks, 
and covered with a thousand oart-loads of loose stones, 
mortar, and' rubbish. It looked like a waterfall, as it 
ranished down the rocks into the gloom and obscurity 
below. The sky was intensely dark, and, though the wind 
howled, and the sea hissed and roared on the bluff head- 
lands, the night seemed calm and still, after the battle-din 
of the past day. 

A white mass, like a rolling cloud, was moving softly 
towards the breach^ and Santi^o was puzzled to account 
for the strange uniform ; but I knew in a moment that it 
was an attack en chemise, and that the stormers were clad 
each in a white shirt, a garb sometimes adopted by the 
!E!rench when engaged in a night assault. Here our yigi- 
lance got the better of them. 

The chemise is a short shirt, either with or without 
sleeves, worn over the accoutrements, reaching only to the 
flap of the cartridge-box, and is a very useful and necessary 
precaution, to prevent the stormers from mistaking each 
other in the darkness, horror, and confusion of a night 
assault. 

Our drum (we had only one now) beat, and a volley of 
musketry was poured jopon the breach from every point 
that commanded it. The flashes glared forth over the 
rained parapets above and the loopholes of the casemates 
below, while our artillerymen, now that they had no longer 
eannon to work, stood by the howitzer, to sweep the breach, 
and showered rockets, hand-grenades, and red and blue 
lights (HI the advancing column. The bursting of the for- 
mer retarded and con&sed them, while the land or ghastly 
fflare of the latter showed us how to direct our Are. Manv 
fire-balls alighted cm the rocks, and biased fiiriously, shea- 
ding over everything floods of altwnato crimson and blue 
light, which had a magnificent yet horrible effect. 

"Vive la gloire! Avancez! avancez, mes enfants!" 
cried the ofScer who led a wing of the French 62nd, and a 
wild cheer burst from his soldiers. It was the brave young 
Yicomte de ChataiUion who headed " the Lost Ghildrea," 
and I saw with regret that he mast ML 
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" Forward the howitzer, to sweep the breach ! " cried I 
to the artillerymen, who were eyery second falling down, 
killed or wounded, into the gap, Defore the fore of the 
French. " Forward — depress the muzzle, and stand dear 
of the recoil!" 

Loaded with a bag containing a thousand musket-baUs, 
the howitzer was run forward to the breach, over which 
its yawning muzzle was depressed and pointed. 

" Fire I cried the corporal. A little flame shot upward 
from the yent, a broad and yiyid blaze flashed &om the 
muzzle, and the report shook the sround beneath our feet. 
The efiect of sudi an unusual and concentrated discharge 
of musket-shot on the adyancing mass was awful and tre- 
mendous. By the light of the olazin^ flre-balls, we saw 
the sudden carnage in all its sangumary horror. The 
dashing Chataillion, and more than two hundred rank and 
file, were swept away — ^literally bloion to pieces — by the 
storm of leaden baUs ; and the remainder of his vaxty re- 
tired on the main body in undisguised confusion and 
dismay. 

" Well done, soldiers ! " I exclaimed, with stem triumph, 
and feeling a wild glow of excitement, only to be felt in 
such a pla^ and at such a time. *' Beadv the handspikes- 
back with the mortar — ^load again, and cram her to the 
muzzle with grape and tin-case shot, to sweep their column 
again!" 

C Again the braye French came headlong on, led now by 
u old De Bourmont ; who, with the tricolour in one 
d and his cocked hat in the other, scrambled up the 
loose stony breach in his clumsy jack-boots, wim an 
agility astonishixig in one of his years and size. The gold 
cross of the Legion, the silyer badges of Lodi, Areola* of 
Marengo, and ol^r scenes of honourable seryice— his bald 
-head and sUyer hair — shone amid the glaring fireballs and 
flashing musketry, as the desperate stormers swept on* 

" Viye rempereur ! Ayancez ! Ayancez ! " cried he. 

" TuS ttcS ! yelled the forlorn band 5 and the whole of 
Be^nier's diyision sent up the cri des armes from the 
hilfi to heayen. On came the infuriated assailants— 
Ofu — on — rushing up the frightful path ; but the deadly 
fire we rained upon tnem, and the fast falling corpses (eyery 
bullet killing double) soon kept them thoroughly in check. 

Begardless of d«iig«r, I stood on the summit of ^e 
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breach, tliat my soldiers might not want example. I felt 
the wind of the flying balls as they whistled past me ; one 
carried away my rignt epaulette, a second broke the hilt 
of my sabre, and I lost a s]^nr by a third. 

" Soldiers, conraee ! " cried Santugo, who kept close by 
my side, and branoished his sabre with hot impatience ; 
" courage, and they must againfly before you! Viva Ferdi — 
O, Madonna mia.^" he suddenly ejaculated, in a gasping 
Toice, as a ball struck him, and ne sank at my feet. The 
soldiers at the howitzer dragged him back from the 
enemy's fire ; and, as they did so, a musket bullet dropped 
from nis left shoulder : he caught it, all dripping as it was 
with his blood, and, ^ving it to the corporal, exclaimed, 
like the soldier of Julian Estrado^" With this will I 
avenge myself! Signor Bombardiere, be so good as to load 
me a musket, and ram this bullet well home." 

It was done in a twinkling ; and, while from sheer agony 
his frame quivered and his teeth were clenched like a vice, 
he levelled the piece over the wheel of the howitzer, and 
shot poor De Bourmont, who fell dead, and rolled to the 
bottom of the rocks. The concussion threw Santugo 
backwards. But he was again dragged out of the press 
by the gunners, and taken to a sheltered place, where 
Macnesia attended to his wound. 

The instant Colonel Bourmont fell, another officer 
snatched the tricolour from the hand of the corpse as it 
rolled past, and supplied his place ; and once more the 
storming party rushed up the steep ascent, regardless as 
before of falling men and rolling stones, of the shot 
showered on them from every pomt, and the hedge of 
keen bayonets bristling at the summit of the breach above 
them. 

" Lonff live Joseph, king of Naples ! Tu^ ! Tu6 1 
Vive la SVance ! " They were again within a few yards 
of us, when the stem order, " Forward with the howitzer!" 
rang above the din. The artillery put their hands and 
shoulders to the wheels, and urged it to the breach; 
which was again swept by an irresistible storm of bullets. 
Once more me carnage was beyond conception horrible ; 
and with a yell of rage and dismay, the stormers retreated 
precipitately beyond the eminence which sheltered their 
anfantry. 

On their flying, the incessant discharge of flre-arms. 
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which had rung for so many hours, died away for a time 4 
and the rising sun revealed to us the carnage of the last 
night's conflict. The breach, the rocks, and approaches 
without the court, parapets and defences witmn, were 
covered with blood, and strewed with mangled bodies ; 
but the ascent of the forlorn hope was terrible— no pencil 
could depict — ^no pen can describe it! The Erendunen 
lay in piles of twenty and thirty ; while scattered in every 
direction were seen the fragments of those who had 
pe^shed by the discharges of the howitzer. 

Taking advantage of the temporary cessation of hos« 
tihties, 1 ordered the breach to be repaired by piles of 
stones and rubbish, to form a breastwork ; while another 
fatigue-party cleared away some of the ruins which buried 
our cannon and platforms. The soldiers raised a faint 
cheer — one gun was extricated. Alas! a trunnion was 
knocked off by the falling stones, and our labour had been 
in vain — ^it was useless. On seeing how we were em- 
ployed, the Erench drums once more beat the 'pas de 
charge, and the attack was renewed with greater fury, and 
on two distant points at once. The Ist, 62nd, and 101st, 
again advancea to the breach, while a brigade of their 
second battalions, under General Milette, with ten or 
twelve field-pieces, assailed us on a point almost opposite ^ 
and the breaching battery, the field^brigade and mortars 
on the height, poured shot and shell upon us with re- 
morseless determination. During the wnole night and 
morning, the elemental war had continued with such un- 
abated fury, that our gun-boats had been unable to leave 
the Sicilisoi coast; and I became convinced — ^but with 
sorrow and chagrin— that a capitulation was inevitable, I 
was about to order the gallant union to be hauled down, 
and the white flag of mercry hoisted ; but before doing so, 
I conveyed a notice by telegraph to General Sherbrooke, 
in SiciJ^y acquainting him with my situation and in- 
tention. 

" Fight on — nfou will he rescued!'' was the answer- we 
received. Almost immediately, after the storm lulled a 
little, and we saw the stately Electra standing, ,with her 
sails crowded, towards Scvlla ; while the flotilla, from the 
Faro, spread their broad latteens to the stormy wind. 
Animated by the prospect, and filled with desperate 
courage, once more we manned the deadly breach. Before, 
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we fooglit for honour and in the Mfilment of our duty ; 
now, 'it was for life and liberty : and most effectually we 
ke^ the foe in check, until the rai-boats reached the sea- 
fltaircaae ; where Captain Trolfope, of the JElectray witih. 
the men-of-war launches, arrived, to superintend the em- 
barkation. 

Aware of our intended escape, the enrajged enemy did 
all in their power to frustrate it ; the batteries, the brigades 
of field-pieces, and the battalions of infantry, poured their 
utmost fire upon the steep and narrow staircase (which 
was hewn out of the solid rock), on the ruined breach, the 
Hood-stained ramparts, the corpse-heaped ditches, and the 
heaving boats : their drums rolled, and their shouts rent 
the air, while their frantic fininners worked their camioh 
like madmen. ^ 

Now, indeed, came the moment of my greatest dread 
and anxiety ; to which all the rest had been child's play. 
Bianca — ^the poor drooping girl, now half dead mth terror 
and exhaustion — had to be brought forth, with her at- 
tendant, and conveyed to the boats : to the boats, good 
-God ! And at that terrible time, when the eoncentra.ted 
fire of such a number of cannon, mortars, and musketry 
was poured upon Scylla ; and especiallv on that steep and 
slippery stair which she had to descena. The 1st Legere, 
neany a thousand strong, swept it with their fire. My 
heart became quite unmanned — ^I trembled ; but it was for 
her alone. 

'* Oliver ;" I cried to Laacelles ; " see Bianca — see Mrs. 
Dundas to the boats ; it is a duty with which I can hardly 
trust myself — ^I have the breach to defend. Look sharp, 
man ! yet in G-od's name, I implore you to be wary ! " 

He wrung my hand, sheathed his sword, and withdrew. 
A minute afterwards, he emerged from the ruined bomb- 
proof arch ; Bianca leaned on his arm, and a party of 
soldiers threw themselves in a dense circle around her for 
her protection. 

" Claude, Claude ! " she cried, in a despairing voice ; 
but the faithful band hurried her down to the boats. 

" Sound — close to the centre ! " cried I to the bugle- 
boy : '* call off the men from every point !" 

As he obeyed me, tears fell fast frt)m his eyes: Ms 
father, a soldier, lay dead in the breach close by. The 
Imgle-blast was caught, in various cadence, by the wind. 
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and GOiild be barely heard above tbe noise of the conflict i 
the assembly, and the retreat, poured in rapid succession 
on the ear, and the last shriH note of the warning to retire 
douhle-qmcJc had scarcely been given, ere the bugle flew 
from his grasp, and, struck by a shot, the poor boy rolled 
at my feet, bleeding, and beating the earm. Sixty men, 
the last remnant of my comrades, assembled from eyerr 
point. Lloyd spiked the mortar, and the whole rushed^ 
helter-skelter, down the steep staircase, and sprang into 
ihe boats, which were pushed off as soon as they were 
fiUed. 

I was the last to leave the fort, and, as I turned to go, 
** O, Captain Ihmdas, don't leave me, sir !" cried an im-* 
ploring voice : it was the little bugler of the 62nd. A 
score of wounded men were crying tiie same thin^ : it was 
impossible to attend to them aiU, but, snatching up the 
boy, I bore him off, and leaped into the launch of the 
JSlectra, in the stem-sheets oi which sat Bianca, rolled up 
in my regimental cloak, to protect her from the chill 
SLommg air and damp sea atmosphere. She sobbed con- 
Tolsivefy, with terror and joy. Santugo was in one of the 
gun-boats — Macnesia sat beside him; Lloyd, Lascelles, 
and the soldiers, were crowded into other crafb, and the 
whole gave a reckless dieer of defiance. 

" Shove off!" cried the captain of the EUctra, through 
his speaking-trumpet ; "give way, lads — cheerily now!" 
and the oars dipped in the water as the sails were trimmed, 
and the stems were turned to Scylla. 

The whole embarkation had been effected with match- 
less rapidity and order, notwithstanding that the cannon- 
shot, the bursting shells, the grenades, and musketry, 
lashed and tore the water into foam around us — ^the sea, 
all the while, roaring and rolling in mighty mountains of 
froth against the cliffs, where it boiled, as if in impotent 
wralJi, recoiling from the slippery and frowning bluff, to 
run its waves in quick succession mto the vast and gloomy 
Dragara, which has often been compared to the mouth of 
some wondrous monster essaying to engulf all ocean. 
One seaman was killed, and ten dangerously wounded; 
but these casualties were deemed triflmg, imaer so heavy 
a fire, and when the sea was heaviug and breaking be- 
neath us, threatening every instant to swamp the boats, 
tothurii them against each other, or on tiieee inhospitable 
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rocks, wHch nearly proved so fatal to the " sacred Ar^o ** 
of old. 

With three hearty cheers, we mored off. Scarcely had 
"we done so, when the tricolour waved over ScyUa, and 
the tall red plmnes and glancing bayonets of tne lOlst 
appeared amons the rained walls, wnile a party of the 
2drd rushed, shouting, down the staircase, with such 
impetuosity that many fell headlong into the seething 
sea. 

We had done our duty. Though, by force of numbers, 
they had beaten us out of the last stronghold of Ferdi- 
nand lY. and the British in Calabiia, they had gained 
only a pile of shapeless ruin, and at the dear price of 
many a gallant fellow. We were now on the open ocean 
— ^tliree minutes before, we were manning the frightful 
breach! 

The storm died away, and the bright Ausonian sun 
arose in his glory : the shores of Sicily, studded with 
towns and castles, the green woods, the sparkling sandy 
beach, the Jbright Neptunian hills, and the red tower of 
the Lantern, were all radiant with light. The shore we 
had left, and the blood-stained Scjlla, diminished in the 
distance, as our sailors bent to their flashing oars, and the 
beUying canvas swelled on the morning wind, which blew 
from the pine-clad Apennines. 

" Courage, Bianca ! " I exclaimed, and threw my arm 
around Ker; "we are beyond range, even of cannon^ 
now." 

** Anima mia," she whisjpered, as she laid her head on 
my shoulder, "you are safe, and I am happy ! " 

And thus ended my camfaigi^ in teb CALiLBBiAS. 



THE END. 
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Ilavi- tli-ii-rni'ii'- : im iuTs'i.. -.• iii'«i t'-i-r >•• !»•>•. u;i i. r ii:i 

■*ii|»'iiiit»-!»<;i-':'i-.- .i! 

\VIIJJAM IIA/MIT. IXi.. 

A «'.'in}ir«'ii» iiM\ « ( ••'.!• •••' ., 

THE STANDARD ENGLISH CLASSICS, 

TSmpmi-^jIiSv (•.iiiviii<'i»'. :i"- th«*'- :ir«'.tlrit tin' hm-: •, ; .-•■•• •••" I nc'ii^li .*i;i!iii-i * 
liavi' •••!i\ »i» III- |.!;i"'i' I tu'ttir-- Iviiuii^li r«':i<l« r-* .!i .- . !:•_' •»K' tnnn, .iIkI :iI a 
prai'tit'.'ttili* pr'-'i . f«. I i-iwi" t' I tiMMi! riM iiii'm- li iti iii i • \:.--isi\i. im,-iii|.ii:i.ii. 
l»ro lii<'ii\f ••: I'M- III- *t l»i :i'-n-'!.i: r«-*«i" • "i. U" [>> t\->' iii<li\*-lii:il \n»^i »»iir .m i 
t«» tin." ;r.:-_'i'«'L'-i*r iriii«>' \«> tin* iii<"t »'fri-i*e'\i- iilii>>iiMlioii ilu'\ ••••i iriv*- ni' 
lliiMr \i«-\\-, till';. Ih-_' t'l atuioiiii.--- l!i.i» tlif\ an- n-tw pi'Mitiir. 

THE WORKS OF SHAKSPEARE, 

\Villl .lIlMili' < i!»'«H.i»-l.ll SffU'>. ,t'\i\ lii'l-. 
TI'«' ■-' ..-K ,11'* S.- iMillijivUs- I 

rx KHiiiT om: sinLUNc; voij-.Mis-, 

I'l. ill- '«-.:i.'"I •!,.••• 1; 

Four Double Volu-'.ues, ele^-antly bound, Zs* €<l, each. 



■/■'/• / .' 



/ (' ■ ■/.» 



taKi-ri »l ••* )•» •!• '-i!-.' •.■..-•,• .'i •■! '.,!• ••.:.•■ •', • \:- t. ••• !'»;-T 'i' •% ; •• •;..mk 
ill*' t*iiiL-ijf »ri •' *»M :'.'•:•' "H • •■tii-l"!' ■ -M.til li-«\. pi •• ; *•.• !•:• i'l. n., j'.-i •!,,• 

tir-*! iM.i • r, ::•!- \ • •'/";. i' .f.|:i''.. t"..»'i !•• :•• n v. , •- '"'..i*. '»lr<-i »:..>a»'-- 

Mpit. N. i:;.- 1.: i||i< J,.,. •..,••1-; . ,!•;. . •cri**i.i;-- t.« :i-. •! •"c | ...... • 

{;-.' Ma' • ..-[•■I*.. I. .5. ,, -ii ir...- }-i-i-'. .'. 'Me :ii:'-'iUM •.•!•: u'-i* ; '.ir-ii.'. 

*'• »l •• • •".. J -1 ■•! .il'u •! • •.■!■• •«. »* h««''y rfpH'^'r-Jii ••► tii, .•••••iii.ijc 

.!ii-U'iii«M,t •• j.j, o.ii:!.".* ii-t. r*. tii.ij '• a L. •».. t. Ill tl.i.i. n.l.i. 

fiiiiivt'-i. vhi- ■'. i •.'»ii--h-. .i.-.« th.!' ■ ■» -in »iia« r<<ii)t«ina>>ly lioiti >t im In* 
'■laii'l ! . I- -.J • ,\ • i\- ••.:!".• I MM* N*iioN,\i. >i!ak •! •■ »!.». w: 1 i'..n ' 

^/••'»i-ir t:|| • li,. ••I..O-I ••{ i'<i||>li: iiili. 



'!'Vi. V.i.u.'Ni 



>\vJl*Av^»' V^t >\vA^\V'v: 



